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Sir James Matthew “Barrie, Bart. 

T he great are always surrounded by flatterers, 

whence it happens (as many wise men 
have repeatedly assured us) that they arc 
apt to lose that salutary sense of their own insignifi¬ 
cance which is the fount and origin of all good work. 
They wax fat and kick, going riotously down bypaths, 
when they should be employing all their energy in 
making a bee-line towards some lofty ideal. How 
seldom do they catch some far-off echo of the truth 1 
how rarely are their numerous defe<5ts kindly but 
judiciously pointed out to them 1 Once in the year, 
perhaps, they may get a slating (as the phrase runs) 
in some weekly review, or even in a monthly, if they 
are of sufficient importance. Does this help them 
to a due appreciation of their sins, or discover to them 
in what respedt they are deviating from the narrow 
path } Not in the lea^f degree 1 The reviewer 
pinks them delicately in certain outlying portions of 
their anatomy, more concerned to exhibit his own 
skill of fence than the faults of his subject. And 
they themselves look through the cutting with a 
frown, decide that the fellow has some personal griev¬ 
ance or is of a bilious habit, and think as little more 
as they can about the matter. Few writers of my 

acquaintance care to linger over any press cuttings 
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that wander beyond the narrow confines of undiluted 
praise. 

No, the mere reviewer effe61:s, and can effe6t, but 
little in the way of reformation. He is an incon¬ 
siderable fellow. Very often, too, especially in these 
weekly papers, he is jealous or has an indigestion ; 
he writes in haSte ; he has his batch of new novels 
to polish off ; he is often troubled with a vague sense 
that he should be doing better work. With me it 
is a different matter altogether. I sit here, sound, 
healthy, and with an unbiassed judgment. I write 
at my leisure, of whom I will, and when I feel inclined. 
I am troubled neither with biliousness nor with ani¬ 
mosity. In short, I write, in these pages, with no 
hope of adding to my reputation (for I shall preserve 
my anonymity), and with very little expectation of 
'increasing my wealth (for I should probably spend my 
time more profitably in the City), but solely with the 
objeCt of doing good. I ^land amazed at my own 
nobility, but so it is. 

You may reasonably ask, my dear Barrie, why I 
should fix upon you as the unwilling subjefl of my fir^l 
leCture. Well, primarily because I have an admira¬ 
tion for your considerable talent, I chaCten you 
because I love you, for your own good. I am the 
dominie, tawse in hand, and I am about to correCf 
the whole class—though I confess I wish I could 
have taken some of you in hand a trifle sooner. I 
begin with my diix^ as they term him in the barbaric 
North. Advance then, Barrie, and take it bravely. 
It will soon be over, and you will feel all the better 
for it. 

And you cannot expeCt me to pass it over without 
comment when you persistently negleSt your proper 
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work and go dealing off to those play-houses. I 
expe£l:ed a better example from the Head of the Class. 

How purblind a creature is the general reader ! I 
remember many, affecting to be critical lovers of 
literature, who used glibly to discuss your merits with 
me in the old days, comparing your works (and not 
always to your advantage) with those of two talented 
brother Scots of that epoch—S. R. Crockett and “ Ian 
Maclaren.*' Indu^rious romancers both, in particu¬ 
lar IVIr. Crockett, but feeding busily on a somewhat 
lower slope than that on which you were wont to 
graze. Wardour Street and Rampant Sentimentalism 
—they have little but the Doric in common with the 
creator of Thrums. Mind you, there was more than 
a suspicion of the artificial-pathetic about you some¬ 
times, but a merciful Providence preserved you from 
the pit in which the late Dr. John Watson comfortably, 
and profitably, wallowed. You had humanity, but 
you had also a sense of humour—which was well for 
you. I have seen you on occasion gambolling dan¬ 
gerously near the edge of the gulf, but it was only in 
play : you saw the danger and avoided it. How 
admirable a quality is humour ! Without it you 
would be even as those others, already negle(5led, 
shabby, undistinguished. 

The humorist is the only man whose pathos does 
not pall. He has learned the trick of keeping his 
readers oscillating upon the narrow dividing line 
between tears and laughter : his is the only hand that 
can guide us safely across that ledge. A man may 
have wit, Style, the art of phrase-making, skill in 
conStruStion of plot and in conduct of narrative, a 
sense of character—and yet be but as sounding brass 
or a tinkling cymbal. He may lack humour—which, 
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by the way, comprises much of what the Greeks meant 
by the word we translate as “ charity ” in the Author¬ 
ized Version. The Complete Novell^ mu^ learn to 
see men and women kindly. He may laugh at their 
weaknesses, but mu^l love them none the less, and make 
his reader love the characters he draws from them. 
This, after all, is the crucial point in his art. If he 
can accomplish this simple feat, he will live after all the 
intellectual gymnastics of his athletic contemporaries 
have faded into oblivion. And this is why future 
generations (one or two, for I am not out to prophesy 
unconditional immortality) may perhaps read your 
books when the voluminous works of Mr. Crockett 
and the maudlin sentiment of Dr. Watson are alike 
deservedly forgotten. 

But with this considerable merit, upon which I have 
discoursed at such length, you have also your limita¬ 
tions, Indeed, you are the moSf Slraitly limited of 
all the authors of eminence with whom I am acquainted 
—which is no doubt the reason why you conserved 
your exiguous ^fore of material with true Scottish 
caution. If, in our courtesy, we term you a genius, 
it mu^ be with the reservation that after all you are 
but a parochial genius. The world is not your parish 
—far from it 1 You cannot write far outside the limits 


of your experience, and your experience has not been 
particularly wide. It might be said that you moved 
with certainty in but three sharply defined plots—in 
Thrums, in the half Bohemian life at the Temple or 
one of the old Inns of Chancery, and in Kensington 
Gardens. Perhaps one might add also, in a house¬ 
boat on the Thames. In “ When a Man’s Single ” 
you give sketch of provincial journalism as well, 
which I forgot to mention. You packed moft of 
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your experience into that early work : it was sonae 
time before you learned the unwisdom of squandering 
your material with too lavish a hand. 

You are pre-eminently a charafter-painter. With 
your large humanity you could not have been other¬ 
wise. Personally I am glad of it, for the true noveli^ 
of charafter is none too common in these days ; and 
in your fidion-writing days you flood as high as any¬ 
one in that category. The personages of your Glories 
and sketches were very human, very life-like, very 
subtly drawn. Every good charadler-painter mu^ 
draw largely from his own intimate knowledge of 
himself. The art is to conceal this, and it cannot be 
denied that you were never very successful in this. 
Barrie ftands confessed in almoft every character you 
have limned with any success, from Rob Angus to 
T. Sandys. Barrie, of course, with a difference. I 
do not mean to say that you possess the fine physique 
of the sawyer-journaliil (which would be fulsome 
flattery), nor that yours are the less amiable traits of 
Sentimental Tommy (which would be libellous), but 
I am very sure that you discovered all the finer touches 
that animate these two charaders from your pradice of 
introspedive self-analysis. The adept at charaderiza- 
tion can do this. He has a many-sided personality, 
from the dudy of which he can evolve fool or villain, 
hero and sage, and leave sufficient material behind 
for the creation of many totally didind personages, 
male and female. For of a certainty he mud have 
a feminine side to delve in as well as a masculine. 
When, in your Grizel, for example, you go now and 
again deep below the surface and return with some 
rare pearl of feminine speech or adion, I know well 
that you have fished it up from your own heart. 
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Much may be accomplished by observation : the final 
illuminating touch comes only from intuition—^which 
is introspedion lit by the eledric lamp of genius. 

I set out to cha^ise you, and behold where I have 
arrived ! So many halfpence, so few kicks 1 Well, 
you have faults enough. Heaven knows. Surely there 
never was a man with your sense of humour who 
possessed so little ta^e. Ta^te, I suppose I mu^ 
call It, in default of a better word. Sometimes this 
sad failing is visible in a lack of respeft for your own 
creations. Who but you, I wonder, after writing 
“ The Little Minister," so admirable in its original 
form, would have deliberately vulgarized his handiwork 
by turning it into a mediocre drama ? The fa6l is, 
nothing is sacred to you. You had, possibly, an 
inkling of this growing trait in your charadler when 
you painted Noble Simms. It mu^ be, I take it, 
the rare union of Scottish blood with the article 
temperament. And who but you would have con¬ 
trived that deplorable conclusion to ‘‘ Tommy and 
Grizel ” ? In spite of a cloud of specious moralizing, 
that remains an artistic blunder of the fir^l magnitude. 
Frankly, you got hopelessly out of your depth at the 
end of that ^ory. And why ? Because you adven¬ 
tured into Switzerland with a lady of title. As a rule 
you have recognized your limitations, and that fail 
has been your salvation. You were not up to the 
task in those days. I dare say you might manage 
it now—but then you have given up writing novels. 

In faft, it occurs to me, as I write these concluding 
words, that the majority of my readers will wonder 
vaguely what I am talking about all this time. The 
literary student may recollect that J. M. Barrie wrote, 
in the dark ages, “ Auld Licht Idylls,” and ” A Win- 
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dow in Thrums,” besides half a dozen other books : 
the Man in the Street probably remembers nothing 
of the kind : Sir James Barrie is to him naught but 
a successful dramatic, the author of “ Peter Pan ” 
and “ The Admirable Crichton,” of “ Dear Brutus” 
and “ Mary Rose.” But, from my point of view, the 
earlier work is also the more important. If I thought 
it possible that any words of mine could avail, I should 
speak more forcibly than I have about the iniquity 
of this philandering with the theatre. But it is too 
late now, in any case. I do not suppose that we shall 
ever behold you treading again the tamer paths of 
letters—unless you chance to discover another Infant 
Phenomenon, and write another introdinflion to a 
Novel of the Nursery. 
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NO. II 


^r, George Bernard Shaw 

I T is difficult to imagine how Britain would get 
on without her Celtic neighbour. I confess 
this has always seemed to me one of the ^Ironge^t 
arguments again^ separation. As things are, we have 
the reputation of being offensively insular and self- 
complacent ; what we should become without the 
sustained fire of ridicule and inventive from the other 
side of St, George’s Channel no man can say. Imagina¬ 
tion shrivels at the thought. What do we not owe 
to the Irish } Assuredly they are a remarkable race, 
who have fought by our side on many a ^ricken field, 
turning light-heartedly to worry us when for the 
moment we have failed to find a common foe. Misled 
by heraldic emblems, we English have persuaded 
ourselves that there is something leonine about our 
national charader. “ John Bull ” was founded upon 
a surer inspiration. We are bovine, and an occasional 
rousing is good for our soul’s health. This Irish 
terrier, persistently yapping at our heels, may some¬ 
times goad us to frenzy, but we are good-natured at 
heart : we have acquired a sort of affedion for the 
troublesome little bead : we should miss him if he 
teased us no longer. Without quite underdanding 
these Irishmen, we are pathetically eager to admit that 

they are clever, that they possess a certain liveliness 
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of apprehension denied to ourselves. From the days 
of Jonathan Swift to-these of Bernard Shaw, we have 
taken in and supported a long li^t of tormentors from 
the Sifter Isle, no doubt greatly to our own advantage. 

Even when we get a nafty nip in the back while 
engaged on some really important business we do our 
beft to make allowances. The dog, we are eager to 
point out, is not really vicious : it is merely rather 
uncertain in temper, due to faulty handling by that 
keeper of ours many years ago. These Irish terriers 
have long memories—but we have done our level beft 
to make up for the paft. 

In the meanwhile, however, you are waiting in the 
ante-room, which is clearly no place for a gentleman 
of your importance. Come right in, my dear Shaw, 
at once, and let us get to work. There are juft one 
or two things I should like to say to you before you 
descend again to the level of the ftreet. I have friends 
who would prefer to reason with you in a different 
manner. Among the Philiftines you were never 
exaftly popular, and your behaviour during the war 
did not raise you in their eftimation. They failed 
to realize that you could not be happy unless you 
were outraging the moft sacred feelings of a hated 
majority. I used to spend much valuable time^ in 
those days apologizing on your behalf and explaining 
away your conduft. To paraphrase old Samuel 
Joh nson, I would not have you put in the pillory : 
the fellow has too much literature for that. The 
Muses shall come to the rescue of their child. 

“ There are few living writers whose works are so 
ftimulating to the imagination as those of Bernard 
Shaw.” I take these words from the publishers* ad¬ 
vertisement on the cover of ” The Doctor’s Dilemma,’ 
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under which name one of your volumes of plays 
was brought out in 19ii. For once in* a way the 
publisher’s appreciation maybe endorsed by the critic. 
It is ju^I. Whatever your faults, you are undoubtedly 
Simulating. We may not agree with your conclu¬ 
sions : it is extremely probable that we shall quarrel 
with your taSe ; but, if we possess brains at all, you 
will make us think. This is your mission in life, 
and you have been at it now for a good many years : 
ever since, in faS, you came up to London in 1876, 
at the modeS age of twenty, to combine SocialiS 
agitation with criticism of the fine arts. For I can 
remember the time when you wrote “ The Quintes¬ 
sence of Ibsenism” and “The PerfeS Wagnerite,” 
and delighted readers of the Star and the fForld with 
musical criticism, as also that rather later period when 
you illuminated the columns of the Saturday Review 
with comments on the drama of the day. Also you 
joined the Fabian Society, the year after its foundation, 
and contributed not a little to the fame of that com¬ 
bative asssociation by editing the “ Fabian Essays.” 
In all these capacities you displayed, at lea^l, the 
faculty of arousing attention : you had something to 
say, if not always ^triftly germane to the subjedl 
supposed to be under discussion. And your manner 
of saying it was indisputably arreting. 

The journalist, as was almost inevitable, developed 
into a novella, but your attempts in the dire£lion of 
fiftion did not find an immediate or remunerative 
market. However, “ The Irrational Knot ” and 
“ Love among the ArtiSts ” appeared as serials in a 
certain magazine condufted by Mrs. Annie Besant. 
Another periodical, no longer existing, printed “ Cashel 
Byron’s Profession ” and “ An Unsocial Socialist,” 
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These things happened in the early eighties : it was 
not until 1892 that your fir^l play, “Widowers’ 
Houses,” was produced at the Royalty under the 
auspices of the so-called Independent Theatre. Some 
ten years later came the famous Vedrenne-Barker 
management at the Court, and the market in Shaw 
shares began to boom. The new playwright became 
a Cult. The ^uff was not only popular on the ^lage, 
but the published copies sold more readily than mofi; 
novels. Not to admit the abounding cleverness of 
the plays was to be “ out of the movement,” and no 
doubt, in accordance with the be^ traditions of the 
country, many excellent but ^upid persons in the 
highest circles attended the performances religiously, 
and pretended to enjoy what they entirely failed to 
underhand. 

I recolledl on one occasion hearing you explain 
why you had turned from the book^all to the ftage. 
As might be expcffed, you were very frank and 
shameless about the matter. There was no money 
in novels, and there was a great deal of money in the 
theatre, and while Providence arranged things like 
that a sane man had but one course open to him— 
he mu^l follow the cash. Where you used to get 
hundreds from the publisher you now got thousands 
from the theatrical agent, and you cheerfully advised 
all of us (for we were an audience of authors) to go 
and do likewise. I think some of us followed your 
advice at the earliest opportunity : at any rate, it is 
noticeable that since that distant address of yours a 
constantly increasing phalanx of prominent noveliils 
have marched on to the boards, reaping, no doubt, a 
due financial reward. 

What precisely is your position to-day in the 
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theatrical world ? I wonder whether you will ever 
recapture that early success, born partly of curiosity, 
partly of fashion, that made your box-office receipts 
so pleasant a subject of contemplation to you in those 
old pre-war days. You will have an occasional 
revival, of course, but I fancy the Shaw boom will 
not revisit these islands. Nevertheless, there should 
be no cause for dissatisfaftion. Your plays will live 
as literature—for a time. 

They are, I think, better in the library than on the 
^lage. In faft, you are one of the very few dramatists 
who can be read with pleasure. The majority are 
unreadable by anybody—unless by those enthusiasts 
who will read anything remotely connedted with the 
theatre. The ordinary dramatist requires the services 
of real men and women to vitalize his conceptions. 
His plays are made by the adtors, whereas yours would 
Still be interesting if performed by the verieSt amateurs. 
Recognizing this, you take care to cater for the reader 
in your Stage diredtions, which are not only remarkably 
explicit, but contain an abundance of little humorous 
touches that linger pleasantly in the memory. Take 
that of the trousers of a certain charadter in “ Man 
and Superman,” which were “ neither black nor per¬ 
ceptibly blue, of one of those indefinitely mixed hues 
which the modern clothier has produced to harmonize 
with the religions of respedtable men.” Or again 
this description of the old servant at the opening of 
” The Doftor’s Dilemma,” who ” has used her ugli¬ 
ness to secure indulgences unattainable by Cleopatra 
or Fair Rosamund, and has the further great advan- 
tage over them that age increases her qualification 
inSlead of impairing it.” These literary felicities ot 
description enable us to see the charadters of your 
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plays with a sympathetic understanding. On the 
^tage they are lo^, and we are by so much the poorer. 
I think your dramas should be read and seen 
afterwards. 

You achieved your success, like many of your 
compatriots, by treading on every one’s toes. You 
were, in short, a bully—an intelleftual bully—holding 
the moSt unpopular opinions you could find, and 
professing not the smaller respeSf for any of the 
cuftomary conventions—modeSty among them. You 
were convinced that Bernard Shaw was a great man ; 
you knew yourself to have a following of ardent and 
fashionable disciples : why, then, pretend that you 
were unacquainted with these obvious fadts ? Thus 
we used to hear you speaking quite openly and can¬ 
didly about Shaw’s philosophy and the Shavians—a 
word that you invented yourself to denote those who 
followed in your train. This peculiarity alone would 
be enough to frighten mo^ sober Englishmen ; but 
then you take occasion, in the excellent but lengthy 
prefaces prefixed to all your published plays, to run 
a tilt against every established belief they have ever 
possessed. Take the volume containing “ John Bull’s 
Other Island,” and “ Major Barbara,” in which you 
give a dissertation, some fifteen chapters long, on such 
subjedts as separation and the British occupation of 
Egypt, mo^t distressing to all sound Imperialifts ; 
and another, nearly as long, on such controversial 
topics as the Salvation Army, and Christianity and 
Anarchism, at leaSt equally distressing to all sound 
Churchmen. Then, too, you muSt have your way in 
every little thing : you mu^ needs issue special instruc¬ 
tions to your printers to eliminate all signs of the 
possessive, or of contra6tions, all inverted commas 
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and italics, so that the very look of one of your works 
oppresses the reader with a sense of ^rangeness and 
unfamiliarity. Consider also that you are a Vegetarian, 
an Anti-Viviseftioni^, a Socialiil—all sorts of unpopu¬ 
lar things—and that you have seldom missed an 
opportunity to gibe at Imperialism and Vaccination, 
and it mu^t be conceded that you did very well to 
attain the point of general acceptance that was yours 
ten or eleven years ago. 

Whether your reputation Elands as high now as it 
did in 1914 is another queftion. Probably not. In 
times of peace it does not matter so much that you 
should invariably contrive to associate yourself with 
the unpopular side. No previous national crises 
would have been considered quite complete without 
you prodding the quivering hide of the people with 
your venomous pen. You were one of those nuisances 
that had become established by long usage, like the 
Derby dog : any suggestion that you should have 
been led off to the lethal chamber would have excited 
indignant letters to the paper and a Shaw Defence 
League. But this war was a serious matter : we did 
not want a jester, licensed or otherwise, writing letters 
to point out that there was not really very much to 
choose between the enemy and ourselves. It says a 
great deal for the privileged position you had acquired 
that you escaped assassination. 

The bulk of your writing is a personal explanation. 
You are not particularly in love with the dramatic 
form, it would be well enough if you could go on 
the boards yourself, and play the hero all the time ; 
but even with you there are certain limitations. I 
imagine you prefer oratory to any other method of 
disseminating your opinions, though I have heard you 
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deny that you are a good speaker. Oratory perniits 
digression (provided the speaker has an interesting 
personality), and you like diverging into scraps^ of 
autobiography and reminiscence at a moment s notice. 
By now you muSt have learned that to take up the 
unexpected view on every subjeCt you handle is a 
difficult pose to maintain, but you keep it up nobly : 
by perpetual hunting after paradox you now and again 
Stumble upon something that has the air of a Strange 
truth. Born in 1856, you should soon be shedding 
some of your playful combativeness. But you will 
have to live a long time before you become as other 

men. 

Perhaps, after a lapse of some years, I may modify 
these laSt words. There are signs in your more recent 
work of a growing humanity- I think you are less 
of the mischievous imp now : you have more sym¬ 
pathy with your fellows. After all, yours is the type 
of mind that commonly mellows with age—and even 
a vegetarian feels the approach of seventy. I think 
it will be agreed, when critics of the future attempt 
an e^imate of your aCfual position in the world of 
letters, that ‘‘ Saint Joan ” has in it more of real value 
than mo^ of your earlier works. 
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r, Herbert George Wells 

Y OU have been, it seems to me, a singularly 
fortunate man in your early environment, 
for a writer. It is a great thing, in this 
overcrowded profession of ours, to be able to strike 
out an entirely new line, to tap a fresh source of 
inspiration, to interpret to the great world of readers 
a ^ratum of our complex society that has hitherto 
been overlooked. The Man who Knows mu^ 
always be in demand. 

I discovered once, when I was looking into the 
details of your career for my own base ends—it is 
surprising to refle6l upon the number of times that 
I have been asked to write something on your work 
—that besides being more or less a contemporary of 
my own you were also (this was where I began to envy 
your opportunities) the son of Joseph Wells, profes¬ 
sional cricketer. Strange to refledt that you, who wrote 
scoffingly once of “ Mr. Flack,” that " bat in the 
Corinthian ^yle, rich and voluminous,” should have 
sprung from such a source ! Possibly you drew thence 
that contempt for mere games that peeps out here 
and there in your works : you may have seen, and 
heard, too much of them in early youth. Thus it 
comes that you shall so hardly persuade the son of a 
clergyman to attend Divine Service, 

ai 
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All the same, I should have liked that parental 
trade. It should have given you an insight into many 
things. Indeed, it undoubtedly did : much of those 
early days no doubt went into “ The New Machia- 
velli ” and many other works. Wells fere^ perhaps 
fortunately for po^erity, was neither the Hobbs nor 
the Parkin of his day : he played occasionally for the 
county team, but did not make a fortune from the 
game. (The day of the “ expert ” journali^ was 
not yet.) Consequently, his brilliant son had the 
chance of gaining an insight into certain walks of life 
(including that of a draper’s assistant) which has 
proved eminently useful to him in his chosen pro¬ 
fession. All novelists work more or less upon the 
foundation of their personal experiences : with some 
the process is more obvious than with others, but no 
man relies wholly upon his imagination. Indeed, 
useful as is this quality, it cannot function without 
some support : like a creeping plant it-requires a trellis 
of wooden fa6f to raise it above the earth and enable it 
to put forth decorative blooms. 

Education, as we perceived in many books even 
before “ Joan and Peter,” is a subjedl that interests 
you enormously, as indeed it cannot but interest any 
intelligent man. I take it your own experience of 
schools was not altogether fortunate, and probably 
left you with a healthy animus against the whole tribe 
of schoolmasters that was only partially dissipated when 
you came across the remarkable personality of the late 
Mr, Sanderson, of Oundle. You began, apparently, 
by taking on the job of pupil teacher at a school in 
Somerset : went, after an interval spent in drapery 
on the South Coa^t, to Midhur^t Grammar School 
as an assi^ant master, and finally, after winning a 
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scholarship at South Kensington and taking a B.Sc, 
honours degree, as a Science Ma^er at a school in 
St. John’s Wood. The various places of education 
so lovingly described in your novels perhaps owe 
something of their life-like naturalness to these 
wanderings. 

From teaching to the writing of books is a simple 
transition. Indeed, you are essentially a propagan¬ 
dist : you have never Stopped trying to inStru6t the 
world, and I sincerely hope that you may yet go on 
teaching and preaching for many years to come. You 
began, naturally enough, by producing a biological 
textbook, which is, I believe, the only book of yours 
that remains, and is likely to remain, unread by me. 
But your firSt definite literary success came from the 
publication of a metaphysical article in the Fortnightly 
Review, That was in 1890 ; from that you went 
on to write for the Globe^ the Saturday Review^ the 
National Observer and the Rail Mall Gazette. I can 
remember when you were dramatic critic for the Rail 
Mall a circumstance that provided material for one 
of your earlieSf short Stories, “ The Obliterated Man.” 

This was the period of the short Story. Fashions 
come and go, m literature as in other fields of aftivity. 
At the end of the laSt century, for a space of about 
ten years, this form was in the mode, attrading the 
most brilliant of those young writers who have "since 
come middle-aged, or dead. In the nineties Kip- 
ng and Barrie had juSt appeared upon the scene : 
or'talking of ” Plain Tales from the Hills ” 

trvmrr Thrums ” ; and moSt of us were 

h ^ something of the same sort ourselves. I 
have heard that it was Mr. Lewis Hind, then editing 
the weekly Rail Mall Budget, who firSt suggested to 
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you that this form was worth trying. There followed 
a time of rapid development. Short Glories, by your 
own account, came to you readily enough : they ap¬ 
peared out of the infinite, in surprising fashion : for 
several years the flow continued, with scarcely an 
effort on your own part ; and then the stream ceased, 
as suddenly as it had begun. It was almo^ as though 
some one had turned off the tap. I suspedt myself 
that you felt, with that restless and inquiring mind 
of yours, that you were getting into a groove, and it 
is very much to your credit that you have always 
abhorred grooves. I am not sure that it is not your 
chief title to fame. 

The beginning of the present century found you 
experimenting with the fanta^ic. We had seen “ The 
Time Machine,” “The Wonderful Visit,” “The 
Island of Dr. Moreau,” “ The Invisible Man,” and 
had welcomed at any rate a commercial success with 
“ The War of the Worlds” and “ When the Sleeper 
Wakes.” Also you had di^urbed the reviewers, who 
prefer a certain homogeneity in an author’s work, by 
intercalating two novels having more relation to real 
life—“ The Wheels of Chance” and “ Love and Mr. 
Lewisham.” Ju^l about then you ^ood on the brink 
of “ arriving,” as the phrase used to run in those days. 
Anxious critics were waiting, ^op-watch in hand, to 
time your entrance within the sacred portals. It 
seemed that you were in no hurry. You chose that 
occasion to take a very ill-assorted pair of travellers 
on a journey to the moon, and followed up this vagary 
with the fir^t of your sociological works, bearing the 
somewhat cumbrous title of “ Anticipations of the 
Reaction of Mechanical and Scientific Progress upon 
Human Life and Thought.” We may imagine the 
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anxious critics pocketing their watches again with a 
sigh. Here was a man not subject to the common 
rule, who would have to be judged by ^andards 
other than the ordinary. Was he going to fritter away 
his undeniable talents from a lack of concentration ? 
He might have been another and a greater Jules Verne, 
for he had a gift of charafterization denied to the Gallic 
idol of our youth—and here he was writing a serious 
work on social problems. Did the man, by any chance, 
imagine himself a Thinker ? 


Since those far-off days we have had many novels 
from your pen, and with ordinary luck we may hope 
to have many more. But I susped: you have finished 
With the fantastic : you have sown your wild oats in 
those Grange regions outside our limits of Time and 
Space. Let us admit that you did those Glories as 
well as need be—perhaps as well as they could be 
done. It is your chief praise that you never permitted 
the wealth of your inventive imagination, even in its 
wildest flights, to obscure the humanity of your men 
and women. We are always more interested in the 
persons than in the machinery. Recalling the days 
of our boyhood, we shall find that with the ingenious 
frenchman it was precisely the opposite. He also 
sent a party of travellers on a voyage to the moon : it 
is intereifing to compare the two volumes. M. 
Jules Verne paid far more attention to the Columbiad 
and Its padded projeade than to the three gentlemen 
who allowed themselves to be shut up within its walls : 

■ 1^1^ ^^Ite scientific part yield in 

interest to Cavor and his companion. They are much 

more ahve than President Barbicane, Michel Ardan, 

or Nicholls. But then their creator is alive too— 
cjuite extraordinarily alive. 
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I suppose “ Kipps ” was the book in which you 
really “found yourself'* for the time. How 

long ago “ Kipps ” seems now, and how many volumes 
have we not seen between that admirable work and 
your late^ gigantesque endeavour. I believe I have 
read all of them. I should not like to miss a Wells : 
there is sure to be something in it worth remembering 
—something stimulating and provocative. You take 
hold of the lateSt problem of modern life and handle 
it after your own fashion, like a terrier with a bone. 
You fully intend to crack it somehow and get at the 
marrow inside. Reviewers may objeft to your methods, 
but for the future at any rate one noveliSl: is not 
going to submit to any reStriStions. Modern fiftion 
muSt take all life for her province, sparing neither sex 
nor creeds. 

But the great thing about you, in my opinion, is 
that you have continued to grow. For a noveliSt, 
success commonly means an arrested development : 
the world, his agent and his publisher all conspire 
to persuade him that he has gone far enough, and 
that for the future he had better make an hone^ living 
by imitating himself. From an arti^lic point of view 
his career usually ceases at the moment when his 
commercial success begins. You are not liable to this 
reproach. Possibly it may be held that you err 
slightly in the other extreme ; ju^ when we are 
thinking that at la^t you have evolved the one form 
that suits you to perfeftion you are off experimenting 
with a new medium, with fresh combinations. A gal¬ 
lant spirit, and assuredly the right spirit in which to 
do good work, but sometimes a trifle disconcerting 
to the critic. For it is not merely that you are apt 
to change your methods, but your views are no longer 
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what they were when the slow-witted reviewer read the 
success of la^ season. No sooner has the patient classi¬ 
fier got his tray ready and his labels, and approached 
the vidim healthily, with the idea of assigning him 
his ju^t place in the scheme of the universe, than some 
subtle change, hitherto unseen, forces itself upon his 
notice. Mo^l remarkable 1 when we saw him before 
we thought he was rather one of the shining lights 
of that society : now, for all our dull wits can see, he 
is laughing at them. Clearly we mu^ reserve our 
judgment, and put our labels away for the present. 
But it is all rather unsettling. 

This is one reason why you are the mo^t stimulating 
writer we possess at the present moment. You 
refuse to be bound by anything you may have said 
on a previous occasion. Consistency, that dull and 
much overrated quality, is not for you. The great 
need is for Growth : we muSt develop, not Stand Still 
nor revolve in circles. Thus you take up with each 
new movement as it comes along, extract from it the 
essential juice (for in the moSt futile of them all there 
is always to be found at leaSt a flavouring for the ecle6tic 
palate), and pass on gaily to the next. One happy 
result of this constant movement is—that you are 
always very much in earneSt. You are not deterred 
from saying juSt what you think by any considerations 
of expediency. You do not care if you offend your 
readers nor^ are you anxious to harmonize your words 
with anything you may have written before. Nor, 

may add, have you any great tenderness for the 
teehngs of paSt workers in the same field. You 
may have been intimate with them in the paSt, but if 
you consider, on calm reflexion, that they are now 
making themselves slightly ridiculous, you have no 
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hesitation in saying so. Personally, I should not care 
to be too intimate a friend of yours : a spice of appre¬ 
hension would mingle with the pleasure I felt on 
opening the late^ Wells. There are those who say 
that you have treated some of your pa^t friends rather 
scurvily—in print. 

That, no doubt, is the result of possessing such 
oower of observation. From your works the future 
li^lorian should be able, with due limitations, to 
recon^ruft with curious accuracy the middle-class 
England of the late nineteenth and early twentieth 
centuries. I say, “ with due limitations,” for there 
are certain seflions of society in this country with 
which your sympathies have always been imperfe^f, 
which you seem to observe with a half-conscious squint, 
perhaps with a superficial accuracy but with no real 
and understanding vision. You have never been 
able to take an impartial view of the Public School, 
the Universities, the Country Gentleman. If a man 
has the misfortune to have passed through what used 
to be called a “ liberal education,” he starts, in your 
eyes, with a grievous handicap. Perhaps I should 
say that he used to ^tart, for you have modified some 
of these views of late. I believe you are not so certain 
as of old that a Cambridge Etonian is necessarily an 
offensive ass, or that a clergyman mu^t clearly be a 
fool or a hypocrite, or both. You even showed signs, 
some years ago, of sympathy with the worries of an 
episcopate. 

There is a good deal of the schoolmaster about you 
even now. They say it is extraordinarily difficult to 
get rid of the Stigmata of this profession. Your con¬ 
versation is apt to be didaftic. A friend of mine 
once complained that you did not argue : you delivered 









39 


Herbert Qeorge Wells 

opinions. It is not easy to arouse your curiosity : 
you are more intere^ed in your own thoughts than 
in your companion’s. You do not speak as well as you 
write. But then it mu^ be admitted that you write 
very well indeed. 
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John Qalsworthy 

T here is not much to be gathered of your 
career from the useful pages of “ Who’s 
Who.” A reticent charader yours, not 
in the lea^l anxious to give away to a curious crowd 
of readers particulars of parentage or education or 
place of birth. We are not even told whether you 
orefer lawn tennis to golf, though we should be a 
ittle surprised to learn that you cared much for either. 
Ju^ a li^t of works is all I can find in my copy of the 
handbook. True, it is not the late^ edition, and it is' 
possible you may have grown more communicative since 
the close of the Great War, but I do not think it likely. 

Born in 1867, I suppose you were examining public 
school life at Harrow about the time that I was doing 
the same at Winche^er. But, unlike so many Harro¬ 
vians who have taken to the writing of ficftion, you do 
not seem to have written a ^tory of your own school- 
^ susped you of too much reserve for that. 
Mo^ novel-writers give themselves away in their 
books, but the writer of school Tories is apt to do so 
more than any—for he has to begin so young if his 
work is to have any value. His is a difficult task, to 
teer a safe course between the Scylla of sentiment and 

e harybdis of cynicism—too difficult for anyone 
below the ripe age of thirty. 

43 



44 Lectures to Living ^Authors 

Then, I suppose, you “ ate your dinners,” even as 
I did myself, and were called to the bar, which I was 
not. I like to think of you sitting there in hall, a 
young man of twenty years or so, tight-lipped and 
silent, observing everything and not saying much to 
anybody. There was plenty of time, and a great 
deal to learn about human nature. You had no inten¬ 
tion of rushing headlong into print, like some hyster¬ 
ical schoolgirl. 

Not until you were thirty-one did you publish a 
novel. And even then, so cautious were you that you 
adopted a pen-name. I remember, about the time 
of the South African War, hearing of a young man 
called “ John Sinjohn ” whose work was worthy of 
some attention. After two or three years he faded 
away, and I wondered what had become of him. But 
he had not been cut off in his prime. The promise 
of his youth was not to remain unfulfilled. The 
author of ” Jocelyn ” and “ A Man of Devon ” was 
to rise again, under his rightful name, as the author of 
“ The Man of Property.” Which, as every intelli¬ 
gent reader knows to-day, is the opening book of that 
remarkable series dealing with the family of Forsyte, 
the greater part of which is now bound together in a 
single volume and procurable at the ordinary price 
charged for an ordinary novel. 

It is by this Forsyte Saga that you will live—or at 
any rate deserve to live in our remembrance as one of 
the true succession. A wonderful work ! A va^l 
panorama of the la^l half century, into which you 
poured all that you had seen and noted during those 
early years, all that you had guessed or divined. The 
mid-Viftorian age is there, preserved like some mam¬ 
moth that Pepped incautiously upon a soft bank of 
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yielding prehi^oric clay, and slowly sank therein, to 
its immediate discomfort but ultimate preservation. 
Our London is there, from the days of peg-top trousers 
and crinolines and the Prince Consort, down through 
hansom cabs and bicycles and the Boer War, to motors 
and aeroplanes and a Labour Government. And the 
^lory is not yet finished, for which we are duly grate¬ 
ful. Indeed, if we possessed a really far-seeing 
Government, who can doubt that it would insi^ on 
paying you several thousands a year as a retaining 
fee on condition that you continued the history of 
the Forsyte family (which is also the hiilory of the 
Upper-Middle Class of this great Empire) so long as 
you were able to write at all ? 

Failing that, “ The White Monkey ” will do to ffo 
on with. 


We are an ungrateful generation. I heard the 
other evening, from the lips of a lady of some intelli¬ 
gence next to whom I happened to be sitting at dinner, 
that The White Monkey ” was an arti^ic error. 
That picture of Soames Forsyte sitting alone in the 
oasis he discovered up in Highgate Cemetery and 
passing in review the history of the family should have 
een left undisturbed : to call him out again into the 
pages of a book was something like insisting on an 
ae or coming before the curtain and bowing his 
acknowledgments when he had breathed his laft on 

she said—and also some 
hard things about Beyond ” and “ Saint’s Progress ” 

favouritp ^ you force a 

vounte author down the throat of a friend you are 


46 Lectures to Living ^Authors 

doing neither of them a kindness. For my own 
part, when anyone says to me, “ You muU read Dash ; 
he is far and away the be^t man writing novels to¬ 
day,” I feel at once an initindlive dislike for the 
fellow. 

And I suppose an appreciation of your works is not 
universal, even among those who pride themselves on 
knowing good ^lufF when they see it. To my mind 
—let me confess at once and be done with it—this 
Forsyte Saga of yours is a bigger thing than has been 
done by any of our contemporary novelists. There 
is a^onishingly little I could wish altered in it. And, 
as so often happens, my admiration for this work has 
thrown a glamour over the re^t : I read virtues into 
them that perhaps are not really there : faults that 
irritate others seem to me trifling, matters of no 
moment. Yet at the same time I can see easily enough 
an attitude of mind that might annoy some. You 
would not have appealed to the old-fashioned English¬ 
man of our grandfathers’ time, who liked his bit of 
hunting and shooting without worrying his simple 
soul too much about how it felt to the fox or the phea¬ 
sant. As well get into a ^lew every time he sent a 
poacher to gaol at petty sessions. 

This humanity of ours is a modern plant. Not 
even yet does its cultivation make for popularity. 
Like ^tout old Lord Romfrey in “ Beauchamp’s 
Career,” many of us nourish a dillru^ of humanitarian 
principles, beneath which we suspeft something of 
the crank. No unnecessary cruelty, if you like, but if 
we once begin que^ioning the justice of imprisonment 
for fraud or things of that kind, where are we } The 
foundations of society would rock beneath every 
Forsyte of us all. 
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I confess I should never have predidled for you 
that commercial success that you seem to have attained. 
I should have put you down as too quiet, too unemo¬ 
tional, to capture the general public. But sometimes, 
by a fortunate chance, this public of ours does forsake 
its usual habits ; overtaken by a sort of madness, it 
runs wild after the ^range^ gods, for a time. And 
in one of these paroxysms it appears to have picked 
up this pale, grey, clean-shaven barri^er, who under¬ 
states all his points rather than the opposite (and the 
public was always supposed to prefer a touch of 
exaggeration), and at the lea^l hint of unfairness or 
bullying invariably ranges himself on the weaker side. 

I dare say the plays "helped. A play or two, produced 
at a London theatre and discussed over tea-tables, 
does indubitably help to advertise a man. And then 
you were so intelleaual in appearance. Ju^l then I 

suppose, the public thought it would like a little intel¬ 
lect for a change. 

You have a desire for justice so tyrannous that it is 
reHeited in every part of your personality. You look 

irpf sleepless nights weighing 

carefully th& two sides that are fated to complicate 

every question. There is so much to be said on both 

toV •!?!,• behalf of the unpopular. I 

ake u this IS why the critic notes a certain dra^b quality 

y r works. ^ They are painted, to use the ter- 
minoogy of a si^er art, in a low key ; there are no 
horough-paced villains to be found, Ld no glorTo^ 
.mmaculate heroes. Well I for my part I like grej 

required of allV ^ 

eequired of all writers that they should be blind of one 
onvictions, and itick to them. To hint that there 
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might be some excuse for any a<ftion on the part of 
the opposite side in politics was a mistake that your 
editor would be extremely unlikely to overlook : to try 
and arouse your readers* sympathy for the bad man 
of your novel was regarded by your publisher as an 
ad almod equally reprehensible. We were children 
then, and believed in bright colours and the cardinal 
virtues. Art critics were only just beginning to talk 
of Values, 

Some call you grey, and imagine it a term of re¬ 
proach. True enough that you have a tenderness for 
the pathetic dop. But you handle it so extraordinarily 
well that all but the fierced critics acknowledge your 
right to pull it out when you like. Mentem mortalia 
tangunt should be your motto. And jud beneath the 
unshed tears lies always a note of comedy, seizable by 
the cool and detached observer. I fancy this redraint 
of yours, that refuses to let pathos have its way un¬ 
checked, that is always ready to record the interming¬ 
ling humour, gives your work much of its peculiar 
and individual charm. I have jotted down at differ¬ 
ent times a hundred examples. Let me quote a 
tiny instance—culled from the “ Indian Summer **— 
where old Jolyon and Irene are together at Robin’s 
Hill : 

“ There, there—^there, there ! ” he murmured; and putting out his 
hand reverently, touched her. She turned, and leaned the arms that 
covered her face againil him. Old Jolyon ^tood very Sill, keeping one 
thin hand on her shoulder. Let her cry her heart out—it would do 
her good ! And the dog Balthasar, puzzled, sat down on his ftern to 
examine them,” 

That is all 1 Observe, if you will, that it is ju^l 
one single word, slightly unusual in this connexion, 
that gives the necessary jolt to the mind already becom- 
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ing attuned to the sentimental mood. (The word 
“ Item,” I mean.) It is sufficient. There are those 
who accuse you of unnecessary fullness, of all a law¬ 
yer’s anxiety to include every single detail that can 
have any bearing on the ^tory, but to my mind you 
have a rare sense of economy in words. I have seldom 
known you use too many—in your big scenes. 

^ (When you are deliberately trying to be funny it is 
different. There is one passage some eighty pages 
earlier that I should like to delete entirely. I cannot 
imagine how you ever let it pass. But there it is ! 

And, as it is the only one I dis, ike, I shall say no more 
about it here.) 

I have said nothing of your plays. They would be 
better, I think, if your sense of humour were a little 
keener. But your outlook on life has always been 
intensely serious. Usually you have some thesis to 
expound in your plays, some evil to expose or some 
reform to advocate, and in the plays it is more difficult 
to disguise this than in a novel. It resolves itself 
generally into a game of “ loading the dice ” again^ 
the particular piece of social injustice you wish to fight. 
In your anxiety to secure juftice you tend to become 
unfair again^f the dog who is uppermo^ for the 
moment. When I read “Ju^ice” or “Strife” or 
‘ The^ SHver Box ” I cannot help feeling that every¬ 
thing IS being “ managed ” to throw the exiting ^ate 
ot society into the wor^l possible light. 

I do not think you a great dramatist. Frankly, I 
am rather surprised that your plays have done as well 
as t ey have. You take the unpopular side every 
time, and the public used not to care about paying to 
hear sermons. Sometimes, as in “ The Foreft,” you 
seem to have run ofF the lines of common sense alto- 
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gather. Nor do I regard you by any means as a great 
writer of short Tories. But you are a great noveliil 
—perhaps the greater we have to-day. And that 
should be fame enough for a single man. 
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NO. V 

Sir Arthur Qonan T)oyle 



* 


I 


i 


NO. V 


Sir ^Arthur Qonan T)oyle 

W E approach with you, my dear Sir Arthur, 

a di^indively British subjedl—probably 
because, with that wrong-headedness char- 
aderi^lic of your race, you chose to be of Irish 
extradion, _ born and educated in Scotland. That 
nothing might be omitted from your make-up, you 
were sent to Stonyhur^t, of all places in this wide 
world, before settling down at Edinburgh to read for 
your medical degree. Yet, in spite of these inexplicable 
happenings, I never look upon you but I perceive a 
successful Englishman, rather of the old school. I 
pidure you as a Northern farmer, breeding fat ^ock 
in the vales of Westmoreland, and succeeding better 
than your neighbours because of that touch of imagina¬ 
tion that differentiates you from your fellows. (I 

suppose it is juSt that distinguishing touch that comes 
from your Irish anceStry.) 

* 4 would have succeeded in any branch of 

industry you might have chosen to adorn. For all 
ranches of industry, singular as it may seem, are the 
better for this same quality of imagination, so long as 
It is^ Strictly controlled. And you have always had 
the invaluable faculty of keeping yours in thorough 
restraint. It is never permitted to go rioting over 
untried turnips, Starting no end of game that we 
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cannot pursue at the moment, like a badly trained 
setter. Mr. Gilbert Chesterton is not so careful with 
his—but I propose to call him up for judgment later. 

A Stranger, meeting you for the hrSt time, would 
not be likely to suspedt you of authorship. He would 
perceive a massive, bulky personality with the air of 
a prosperous country squire. You might be a com¬ 
pany diredtor, head of a big engineering firm, or 
merely a hard-working county magistrate ; but assur¬ 
edly you do not look the sort of person to have created 
the ingenious and imperturbable Holmes, the gallant 
Brigadier Gerard. Your conversation does not, at 
firSt, appear to coruscate with any superficial sparkle. 
Solidity, I should say, was your outstanding char- 
adteriStic. You have the gift of concentration, and it 
has enabled you to do many things more than com¬ 
monly well. 

When you take anything up, you do so in no half¬ 
hearted spirit. Whether you are playing billiards, or 
golf, or taking the chair at a public dinner, or deliver¬ 
ing an address on Spiritualism, you give your un¬ 
divided attention to the business in hand. You may 
have little particular natural aptitude for any of these 
things, but you were always a firm believer in the 
value of con^ant pradfice. By virtue of Steady trying 
you made yourself into a diStindtly creditable cricketer, 
good enough to take part occasionally in firSl-class 
matches. You have entered for the Amateur Cham¬ 
pionship at billiards—and were not knocked out in 
the firSt round. Were it not for the intrusion of so 
many new interests lately, you might well bring your 
handicap down to scratch at golf. 

I mention all these things, not from any desire to 
annoy you (for I know nobody in the world of letters 




Sir (iArthur Qonan TDoyle 55 

whom ■ I regard with a more afFedionate respeft), nor 
even from a foolish wish to indulge in idle gossip, but 
because I conceive they have a di^inft bearing upon 
the position you have attained in this difficult pro¬ 
fession of ours. You have reached your present 
exalted rank by sheer hard work. Mind you, I do 
not hint for a nioment that you were de^itute of ability 
at the ^art. But you have made the very beft of your 
talents. You had hard work to get a hearing—which 
is often a blessing in disguise for us who write—and 
you learned early that an infinite capacity for taking 
pains, though it may not mean genius, often produces 
similar results. Some account of your early drug¬ 
gies may be useful to the adventurer in literature. 
In your “ Memories and Adventures ” you have 
thoughtfully furnished him with all the detail he can 
want. 

The Doyle family has supplied us with several 
artids, though before your own time they were famous 
rather with brush and pencil than with the pen. Your 
grandfather was John Doyle (“ H. B.”), who has been 
called the father of polite caricature, and the signature 
of your younged uncle may dill be observed by the 
careful dudent on the cover of Punch, Your father, 
too, was a painter of more than ordinary merit, but 
apparently he did not possess your driving force. Per¬ 
haps the air of Scotland was jud what was required to 

give the right mixture for a writer of dories of adven¬ 
ture. 

It mud be a great point to possess the Celtic love of 
a fight tempered with a dash of Scottish caution and 
solidity. That forthright narrative of yours I put 
down to the Edinburgh influence : we feel some¬ 
times that without the counterbalancing Irish element 
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it might have become a trifle heavy. This side saw, 
too, that you never missed knowingly an opportunity 
for adventure. You took on your fir^ serious job, 
as surgeon of the whaler Hope^ at less than a week’s 
notice : after seven months in the Ardic you tried 
another surgeon’s berth, in the Mayumba^ trading to 
the We^t Coa^ of Africa. All this had its value as 
Experience, without which the be^ of us are as 
naught. But even while you were working as a 
student your fir^ contribution to literature made its 
appearance, in Chambers' "Journal which mu^t by now 
have acquired something of a reputation for printing 
the early works of the undiscovered great. 

This contribution was a short ^tory called “ The 
Mystery of the Sassassa Valley,” and it was a consider¬ 
able time before it was followed up by another attempt. 
After your experiences on the Hope and the Mayumba^ 
and a short interlude in partnership (which also bore 
fruit afterwards) you settled down to make a living as 
a general pradlitioner in Southsea, writing short Glories 
in your “ all too numerous leisure hours.” But 
anonymity was then the order of the day in our chief 
magazines, and after seven years’ hard labour your 
name was no better known to the general public than 
it had been at the ^art. Probably it was this that 
decided you to let Messrs, Ward Lock buy outright 
the copyright of ” A Study in Scarlet ” for twenty- 
five pounds—which is all you ever got for the book in 
which the great Holmes made his bow to the public. 
He was, by the way, Sherringford instead of Sherlock 
in the fir^ draft. 

But it was ” Micah Clarke ” that fir^t brought you 
real fame, and as this was published in the same year 
as A Study in Scarlet,” it may reasonably be regarded 
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as a twin fir^ book. I believe you spoke of it as such 
when, many years ago, Mr, Jerome K. Jerome’s mag¬ 
azine, The Idler^ invited you to contribute the ^lory of 
your literary career to a series. Yet this admirable 
^tory of Sedgemoor and the Monmouth rebellion, 
finished in 1888, was a long time before it found a 
refuge at Longman’s at the in^anceof Andrew Lang. 
“ Blackwood found that the people did not talk so in 
the seventeenth century : Bentley that its principal 
defeft was that there was a complete absence of inter- 
e^ : Cassell that experience had shown that an hi^or- 
ical novel could never be a commercial success.” 
Young noveli^ls may well take heart when they read 
these words. For when the hi^oric house of Long- 
nians did at la^ accept the book, it was at once ac¬ 
claimed as the be^t hi^lorical novel written for many 
years. It has, I believe, been since adapted for school 
use—a compliment not often paid to modern fidion 
1 confess I have never seen the school edition, and 
cannot therefore say in what particulars, if any, it 
differs from the common form. But where it is in 
use, pupils mud look forward with a flattering eager¬ 
ness to the reign of the second James. 

In the early nineties “ The Adventures of Sherlock 

magazine. With intervals, the great deteftive has 

m^es ‘^ose familiar 

f^®i! J" astonishing success of these Glories has 

os that of ^ Widely known 

Denali writer, but the usual 

Hsher^aln a sudden reputation. Editors, pub- 

^ public wanted more Holmes, and ^lill 
he exclusion of anything else. It was 


no 




58 Lectures to Living <iAuthors 

good planning an elaborate death : the man might die> 
but this (as careful editors pointed out) was almo^ a 
necessary preliminary to the publication of his me- 
rnoirs. Dr. Watson, unhappily, ^ill lived, and his 
piety was such that he might be expefted to continue 
glorifying his dead friend for all time. 

Some of the Sherlock Holmes stories were very 
good of their kind : others, it mu^l: be confessed, were 
not so good : one or two showed a lack of intimate 
acquaintance with the life they professed to describe, 
surprising in so generally careful a worker. For in 
“ The White Company ” and “ Micah Clarke " you 
had obviously taken immense pains to acquaint your¬ 
self with the periods. You may have made an occa¬ 
sional error in terminology, but it was not from want 
of reading up the subject. I have heard that you 
spent a year in reading before you began to write 
“ Micah Clarke,” and you saturated yourself with the 
literature of the epoch before adventuring on ” The 
White Company.” Yet it could never be said of you 
that your information was unduly obtruded. Your 
writing was always simple, natural, and to the point. 
It is noticeable that in ” The White Company ” and 
” Sir Nigel ” there is little trace of that Wardour 
Street English in dialogue or narrative which mo^l 
writers would have considered essential to a proper 
treatment of the fourteenth century. And you had 
the crowning merit of opening your stories well. 
Before three pages are read we come upon some 
^riking picture that Stands out and gives the keynote 
of the book, like the expulsion of John of Hordle from 
the mona^lery, or the old soldier of fortune coming to 
the house of Cornet Clarke. 

I have sometimes wondered whether, as time went 
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on, you did not begin to shirk the hard labour of 
preparation. Probably you found that you could no 
longer spare the time. Your succeeding novels 
showed a tendency to degenerate into mere sketches 
of intere^ling periods. They lacked the spacious 
atmosphere of the earlier books : they were altogether 
conceived on a smaller scale ; and, although they 
were ftill good reading, they displayed a rather melan¬ 
choly reluftance to grapple boldly with a big subjedl 
and carry it through to a satisfactory conclusion. 
“ Rodney Stone,” for example, is in many ways an 
excellent Cludy of the prize ring and of the palmy 
days of the Regency. But the ^tory is at once weak 

—almost as melodramatic as that 
U^cle Bernac, which is perhaps the leaCt satis- 
fadory of all the books of this epoch. These two, in 

* j ** Tragedy of the Korosko ” 

and The Hound of the Baskervilles,” are little more 
than short Clones expanded into suitable size for a 
volume. They are the immediate result of popularity 

XX % Yet there is something good in the 

wor^l of them. Even in your verse (which is certainly 

TtrlTh ^here is to be found here and 

in IvolumP^f account 

SterV- p:bHZT‘Lo°°'^’ “ 

fr.rrv^ rlc by Longmans m i8qc The 

popularity for w7d^^^ possibly militated against its 

very well worth readiL^ 

account of the vnnnrr only for the realiClic 

y g man s early fight for recognition, 
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but for the very life-like sketch of Cullingworth, the 
genius with the methods of a charlatan. The book, 
too, contains a larger proportion than moft of your 
particular humour—a brand of humour that is far 
from^ being subtle or in any way difficult of appre¬ 
hension, but is always provocative of healthy laughter. 
The merit of your humour lies in a quick sense of the 
incongruous, and a simple, straightforward manner 
of exposing it. It is good-natured, sound common 
sense, that delights in shearing through a sophism or 
in unmasking pretentiousness. The companionship 
of the young Canadian and the officer of the Court at 
Versailles in “ The Refugees ” is fruitful in plain, 
sensible repartee of this kind. You have always 
employed the good old English brand of humour, 
which condescends at times to farcical incident, as 
when Ma^er Tetheridge is found hiding in the 
meal-che^l after Sedgemoor ; or to the repetition of 
some ftock phrase, such as Sir Nigel Loring’s “ pros¬ 
per of honourable advancement,*’ or his friend Sir 
Oliver’s perpetual reference to fat pullets. 

You are the novelist of the average Briton, and of 
the male rather than the female. You do not elaborate 
your psychological analysis : you deal chiefly with the 
obvious ; your opinions are for the mo^ part what we 
call sound—that is, they harmonize with those of the 
majority. Observe, I separate from these remarks 
on your novels anything I might have to say on the 
subjedl of Spiritualism. But into that elusive subjed 
also you have imported all your ancient qualities. I 
am not quite sure that the reading world would not 
prefer to see your vidorious common sense employed 
in another series of Sherlock Holmes or the gallant 
Gerard. But this form of research has appealed to 
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you ; something of the proselytizing fever of the 
convert has seized a brain that always flamed at the 
thought of injustice. I am not with those who scolF 
at you on this account. Whatever you do, I am very- 
sure it will be intended to further the general good of 
humanity. 

I have left myself no space to deal with your merits 
as a war historian. They are very considerable— 
from the popular point of view. You have the art 
of narrative ; you can reduce the tangled happenings 
of a campaign to a more or less connected ^lory suit¬ 
able for family reading. Nor can I discuss your 
plays, your verse, your excursions into literary criti¬ 
cism. ^ You have made your experiments, but the 
historical novel remains the field on which you have 
scored your real successes. I have heard you say, 
charadteriStically enough, that “ The CloiSler and the 
Hearth ” was the fineSl novel in the English language. 
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J^uItcT Lci ^^IciTs 

Y OU were born in 1873, say the books, and 
had to struggle to make a name, as indeed 

“avemo^ of us who pursue the glorious trade 

ot writing m any form, but especially those who dally 
with serious verse. (One of the pieces of advice that 
1 should give to every literary beginner is that he 
should accustom himself to the writing of verse—but 
y no means to take it seriously. If he does, he is 
clearly bound to become either a poet or a failure 
and failures are much commoner than poets in this 
imperfea world.; I suppose you took the making 
your verse with a sufficient seriousness, but there 

humorous about it 
as well, or of the fantaftic. It is as though you were 

p aying at being a lonely child, meditative in a garden 

queer to the,,^^ ^ou were 

bothL von r to 

y u much . you continued to play on bv 

yourself, crooning Grange songs. It came^to oass^ 
after some time, that a few of tLm imitated you^bid 

tvnp”'f"^’’^!j*^ seldom with any success. A certain 

that drMmvl-'Af ‘he reproduftion of 

chief charnu "'^ich has always been your 
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Some people cannot understand it, I have known 
excellent fellows, good general judges of literature, 
who have examined your poems with puzzled faces, 
wondering “ what he was trying to get at,” and, Still 
more, what other critics could find to praise in it. 
Yet, somehow or other, your poetry seems to have 
won its way to a certain popularity. I do not imagine 
you will grow wealthy on it, but you have excellent 
reviews from the critics, and the bulk of your verse 
has been published in two fair volumes. 

It is only of late years that we have heard much 
of your name. I am told you spent the better part 
of your youth in the City. They talk glibly of a 
commercial employ and its sad eflFed upon those sky¬ 
larks who would fain soar upwards into the empyrean, 
but I am inclined to think some steady job of the 
clerkly kind is an excellent thing for your budding 
poet. It supplies the rocks and boulders, without 
which the progress of the ^Iream would be so painfully 
uneventful. It also prevents him from rushing into 
print too hastily, by giving him plenty of other things 
to do. This is why your firil book did not come 
out till 190Z, when you were nearly thirty years of 
age, and why only a few had heard of you until ju^l 
before the Great War. 

You were doing journali^ic work, at fir^t. I can 
remember one “ Walter Ramal,” an anagrammatic 
pseudonym which covered several of your contributions 
to the press in those days. I imagine you did a lot 
of reviewing, in papers like the Bookman and the 
Literary Supplement of The Times. Reviewing may 
sometimes prove a soul-clogging task, but it has its 
value, and perhaps especially for the young poet. It 
makes him pay a certain attention to form and the 
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necessity of that discipline which he is preaching to 
others,^ You mu^l have done a prodigious amount 
of critical work, and you did it all as it ought to be 
done—not grudgingly and of necessity but as though 
you really liked doing it and took a pride in carrying 
out the weekly task with fine critical judgment in 
your own di^inguished ^yle. 

I do not think I ever came across you personally 
in those journali^ic days. We were both free lances, 
I suppose that is to say we were not definitely bound 

to the fortunes of any single editorial office-and 
probably you were never a great frequenter of literary 
clubs. But I have some recolleftion of seeing your 
name, I think, in the English Review, and one or two 
ot^r magazines. Then I saw some reviews of 

Henry Brocken,” and tried to read the book, and 
thought It rather difficult ftuff. 

• those originals who will 

insist upon pursuing a way of their own with every¬ 
thing they undertake. To the ordinary man, like 
myself, such beings are Cranks ; and it takes us a 
long while to appreciate their real value. It is only 
atter many years and much travail of soul that we 
learn how important the Crank is to the scheme of 
the universe. Without him we should probably 
never progress at all. He is the motive power behind 
every revolution. But then there is also the Freak, 

tht woWd less importance to ■ 

rSr • K K young ran 

czteporl “re second 

that^Spd^r "'■■‘“ug a thing 

hat looked like a novel and was nothing of the kind^ 
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peopled with a lot of charadlers out of other books ? 
All very poetic and fanciful, no doubt, but we do not 
care for poetic fantasy unless we are warned it is 
coming. Sprung upon us in the guise of something 
else it merely offends. So far as I remember, I never 
finished “ Henry Brocken ” at all. 

But I do think “ The Midget is a fine book, in 
its way. No one else could have done it but you. 
I own frankly that, had it not been for “ The Midget,” 
I should never have included you in this motley 
colledlion. I have my doubts about the wisdom of 
it now. The habit of my mind is entirely alien from 
yours. I am apt to pride myself on a catholic ta^le 
in letters, but I have read the whole of your two 
volumes of colledled verse without being moved to 
anything more enthusia^ic than a feeling of tepid 
appreciation here and there. And when I see the 
critics writing a lot of ^uff about elves and fairies, 
fauns-and dryads and whimsical dreamings I begin, 
with the best will in the world, to mistrust the author. 
Why is he dealing with things like these at his time 
of life } And this, you will agree, is not the right 
sort of spirit in which to compose a sober and respon¬ 
sible lefture, that should be useful to the subjedl 
himself, as well as to the general reader. 
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F ew, I imagine, are aware of your fir^l name, 
which indeed is not aggressively obtruded 
upon public notice. There are some who 
cherish an objedion to biblical names, and it cannot 
be conteded that a spice of roguery attaches to some 
of them—for example Jabez, Ebenezer, and Zerub- 
babel. Enoch, however, is by comparison harmless, 
and would have made a driking and uncommon^ 
subditute for Arnold, had you eleded to make use 
of it. He, too, was translated—no bad omen for the 
budding author. Still, the name of a writer, as of 
mod public men, is so much a matter of association 
that we need quarrel with no man’s choice : a great 
novelid can dignify that of Dickens ; a bad one will 
not be greatly helped by the sounding patronymic of 
Fortescue or Seymour. Arnold Bennett is by way 
of shedding ludre on the family name. You are, I 
suppose, Bennett the Great ; and though your signa¬ 
ture contains thirteen letters (which the superditious 
reckon a serious handicap in the race for success) you 

contrived to win fame and fortune at a reasonably 
early age. 

The books date that you were born in 1867, in the 
didrid which you have celebrated with so creditable 
an indudry. The Potteries, as this part of North 
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Staffordshire is called, consists of half a dozen towns 
lying so close together that they seem to form a single 
city ; and under the Potteries Federation Scheme of 
1910 they were adlually amalgamated to form the 
municipal borough of Stoke-upon-Trent. Burslem 
and Hanley are the other two important members of 
the “ Five Towns,” and it is with these that the novels 
are chiefly concerned. You seletfled a dingy centre 
of industry, but one not without historic associations 
to the ^udent of British ceramics. Josiah Wedgwood 
was born at Burslem in 1730 : Josiah Spode the 
second (Biblical names appear to have been popular 
in the Potteries) at Stoke-upon-Trent in 1754, where 
also the great house of Minton arose and flourished. 

And once, no doubt, it was beautiful. Staffordshire 
has many natural advantages, but the hand of man 
has lain heavy on the soil : coal, and iron, and pottery 
works have blackened the face of the countryside, 
turning the greater part of it into a dingy wilderness 
of grimy buildings. Few live there but those who 
are compelled to do so by the claims of business ; and 
the consequence is that there has grown up in these 
towns a race of beings somewhat different from the 
ordinary, retaining certain of the old habits and modes 
of thought pra< 5 lised by our Vi£l:orian ance^ors. 

Indisputably it is an advantage for the novelist to 
have a di^tridl that he can make his own. The British 
Isles are parcelled out by now pretty thoroughly 
among the growing band of fl< 51 :ion writers, but since 
the days of George Eliot we have had few to paint 
the humours of the midland counties. That excellent 
and ingenious lady was Warwickshire bred ; she 
confined herself for the moil part to that county, with 
a slice of Leiceiler and the southern part of Stafford- 
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shire. I cannot recall many others who can be said 
to have exploited the midlands with any thoroughness, 
in the same way as Thomas Hardy has exploited 
Wessex, or Eden Philpotts his little seftion of Dart¬ 
moor. So your choice of country had the merit of 
freshness. And you were a native : the five towns 
were familiar to you from your youth : you could 
not fail of a real sympathy with their inhabitants. 
It has been yours to introduce and interpret to the 
world that singular congeries of provincials. You 
have, of course, touched on other subjects as well, 
but not often. Like mo^fc sensible writers, you prefer 
dealing with the familiar. 

Your path to literary fame led through the thorny 
ways of journalism. I think it mu^I have been about 
1893 that you became conne 61 :ed with a certain ladies' 
paper, which you afterwards edited with some success ; 
and it was five years later that there came to me for 
review one of your earliest works, in which you endea¬ 
voured to in^lrud your fair clients how be^l to pursue 
the path you had yourself travelled so recently, “ Jour¬ 
nalism for Women " was the name of the volume, and 
the author s name was given as E. A. Bennett. I 
confess that at fr^ I reviewed the book under the 
impression that the editor of oman was a lady 
So well, even at that early date, had the coming 
noveliil learned the trick of identifying himself with 
the charaflers he described. 

I take you to be one of those rare men of letters 
who are capable of writing, at will, to please the 
popular ta^e. It was said of you that, at an early 
age in your career, you resolved to do certain books 
or ycmr support “ pot-boilers,’* as they are playfully 
but often inaccurately termed in art circles—and cer- 
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tain other books to please yourself and to enhance 
your reputation among the critics. I do not say that 
this resolution of yours was uncommon ; many 
writers, no doubt, have determined at various times 
to follow a like sensible course ; but it is di^linftly 
unusual for anyone to carry such an intention to a 
successful conclusion, Mo^l of us, I suspeft, are so 
mifhru^ful of the public ta^te in letters that we imagine 
popularity can be secured by careless and slipshod 
work ; and when we aim at this simple method of 
pleasing the great body of readers we find, to our 
disgu^, that we have merely succeeded in alienating 
the reviewer, hitherto our only friend. The fa6l is, 
no writer can work happily at anything but his normal 
level : he cannot “ write down ” to his public ; and 
any attempt at this sort of condescension will do him 
more harm than good. He can, however, vary his 
theme and his methods, within certain limits ; and 
it seems to me that you have managed to do this very 
cleverly. Your lighter Tories, such as “ The Great 
Babylon Hotel,” ” Buried Alive,” “The Card” or 
“ The Regent,” are as carefully con^ru£ted as your 
more serious Glories of the order of “ Clayhanger”, 
or “ Hilda Lessways,” but they commonly deal with 
a farcical subjedt and are handled in a bright and 
irresponsible ^yle. In their own kind, they are admir¬ 
ably done ; it is not in the leaft surprising that they 
should have achieved their primary purpose of money¬ 
making, What perhaps is a little surprising is the 
fadt that you should have succeeded also in the second 
part of your scheme, securing a reputation with your 
serious work that brought you to the front at once 
as one of the mo^ considerable novelists of the day. 

You came to your own with curious suddenness^' 
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or so it seemed to us who were watching with interest 
your career in fi6lion* But general recognition suffers 
as a rule so many inexplicable delays that we are apt 
to regard it as sudden when at length it actually arrives. 
Mo^ of us, your brother craftsmen, had made up our 
minds that the name of Bennett was not as well known 
to the general public as it deserved to be. You had, 
it seemed, a fair sale, but the outside world had not 
yet begun to talk of you. Known favourably in 
literary circles, you had not yet become the theme of 
general conversation in the drawing-rooms of Belgravia 
or Mayfair. 

Some of your books, even then—“ The Old Wives' 
Tale ” for example—were said by some critics to 
possess elements of greatness. But it was reserved 
for “ Clayhanger ” (published, I believe, about the 
end of 1910) to mark the epoch of your arrival, your 
ceremonious entrance into the palace of the successful 
arti^. As though by general consent every one began 
to talk of Arnold Bennett, and the name has been 
on the lips of the world of readers ever since. Yet 
“ Clayhanger ” hardly seems now the sort of book 
that we might expe(^ to take the world by ^orm. 
It is a good piece of work enough, but rather a slice 
cut from life than a con^rufted Sory : it is long, full 
^ detail, de^itute of startling adventure, inconclusive. 
The charafters are drawn from a ^Iratum of society 
with which few novel-readers are acquainted—with 
which few, one would have said, desired to make ac¬ 
quaintance. The ^tory was true to life, and that is in¬ 
dubitably a great merit, but many books have possessed 
It and yet failed to find a remunerative sale. 

And, in fail:, at any other time in your career it is 
probable that the publication of “ Clayhanger ” would 
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have brought you little more than a sheaf of more or 
less favourable notices. The particular work on which 
a novelist (or other artist) emerges into public notice 
is not always intrinsically superior to those that have 
preceded it ; the moment of its appearance is often of 
more importance than anything else. For the writer of 
real worth begins by building underground for many 
yearsj laying his foundation on the solid rock. Some¬ 
times, indeed, he has been known to go too deep, with 
the result that he never appears above the surface at 
all ; his work may be of the be^l, but it never becomes 
visible to the general public ; only his friends are 
aware that he is labouring there, placing carefully 
one well-shaped ^one upon another. Give him life 
enough, and the quality of perseverance, and in due 
time he suddenly becomes visible, though the la^l 
^tone on which he takes his ^and may be no finer or 
larger than many of those that had gone before. It 
may also be sadly admitted that this surprising emer¬ 
gence into the light of day after years of total obscurity 
is apt to prove rather too much for some of us, whose 
subsequent work has not been improved by our 
popularity. 

I do not, however, accuse you of having been 
spoiled in any way by success. You seem to me to 
have pursued your wonted path since that event, 
much in the same way as before. During the war 
you were decidedly not so vocal as Mr. Wells, between 
whom and yourself there has always been a spice of 
healthy rivalry. But then it would have been difficult 
indeed for any less agile writer to have kept pace 
with the creator of Mr. Britling and Joan and Peter, 
who found time also to dally with the souls of bishops 
and to write a modern version of the Book of Job. 
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You wrote little, save in the way of journali^lic propa¬ 
ganda. But then it mu^ be borne in mind that you 
have succumbed to the glamour of the footlights^ which 
Wells has hitherto successfully evaded. 

I conceive you to have displayed something of a 
genius for commerce. There are points about you 
(as is not unnatural) that remind me of your famous 
Alderman, Mr. Edward Henry Machin. You, too, 
saw possibilities in the ^lage. You discovered, too, 
a mo^l admirable and ingenious method of using the 
same ^lory more than once—a method so simple that 
one wonders no one had the intelligence to discover 
It before. You wrote “ Clayhanger,” and then 
Hilda Lessways, which is the same novel from the 
point of view of the woman instead of the man. There 
seems to be no limit to the developments that may arise 
out of this interesting departure ; it points to a new 
torm of the novel altogether, and it may be admitted 
that some new form of fidtion is greatly needed. We 
waSle a great many adniirable charadlers in our books 
placing them in subordinate positions where they have 
no opportunity of making a real and intimate impres¬ 
sion upon our readers : now it may be possible to 
take them up again, making them the protagonists 
in^ead of mere accessories, and without being at the 
pains to contrive a new plot for their benefit. Indeed 
we have seen recently that it is not even necessary to’ 
confine ourselws to our own disused charafters : we 

one^’ek'*’’ Johnson, try our hand on some- 

nerve a ^ “■ke it, requires the 

nerve or a retired pro-consul. ^ 

VOJa'nomdar should have made 

I^on you*- own profes¬ 

sion. Not that you were ever in danger of unpopu- 
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larity, but you are too seldom seen now with your 
brethren of the writing craft. The theatre^ I suppose, 
has prior claims. And you always had something 
of a shy and retiring disposition. Several of your 
characters are ma^erpieces as Judies of that nervous 
temperament which is capable, through sheer anxiety 
to escape notice, of performing the mo^t remarkable 
actions. Nor were you ever the readiest of speakers. 
Like other celebrated writers, Charles Lamb and 
Charles Kingsley among them, you have a slight 
hesitation of speech combined with a lisp which is 
rather engaging. It isj I think sometimes, a mi^ake 
for an author to be too fluent a talker ; and you shall 
often find that those who by some accident or other 
have acquired a tendency to play the part of listener 
reap a certain advantage over their more garrulous 
brethren. They refleCt more : they have more time 
for observation : perhaps they save a good deal of 
useful material that the others allow to run to wa^te. 

•e 

This may be, in part, the secret of your success as 
an observer of life. 

For you are probably the mo^ acute observer 
writing novels to-day. Your Tories are almo^ too 
full of detail—as full as a Dutch interior by some old 
ma^er—but it is undeniable that you get eflFeCls that 
way. “ Riceyman Steps ’* and the short ^ory of 
“ Elsie and the Child ” describe furniture with the 
minuteness and accuracy of a flash-light photograph. 
Perhaps the method is growing on you. I do not 
quarrel with it : I am catholic enough in taite to admire 
a character like Elsie, by whatever means obtained. 
But I have a fancy that some of my brother critics 
are disposed to regard you as too material for their 
finer souls. 
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You have done all sorts of writing, like a good 
journaliil, (I am not sure about poetry, but I suspedl, 
like mo^l of us, you dabbled even in that when young.) 
They tell me you have also the agreeable talent of 
painting in water-colour. Truly the good fairies 
mu^l have been in the ascendant when you were born. 
Withal, you used to be a pleasant companion, in the 
far-off days when we sometimes met. I am sorry that 
I so rarely come across you now. 
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I T have been some ten years before the war 

time, in the smoking room of f Lrtain London 
Club. Mot many members were there that evening, 
and It so chanced that (in a kindly spirit) I made sonTe 
casual reinark. The big Granger was looking juil a 
ri e bored ; in faft, for the moment you were without 
a I^ener. My almoft accidental pressure of the button 

halt you talked without ceasing : doubtless you would 
have exceeded this modeil span if I had not been 

ti™ nf recollec- 

ce become, if we are to trufl the photOKranhers 

Srd “ Jniou?”'described by L Lgle 
liftener with th advanced upon any fortuitous 

elenhant h^t*f massive weight of an 

Sah ’and tral®" ^'^P.*}“‘..™hly decorated, with 

hZ been i t/v^n ^ « y°« 

^ Deen quite young at that time. 
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We regarded you in those days as something of an 
infant phenomenon. As a matter of fad, I suppose 
you mud have been thirty or thereabouts, even then. 
You were born, say the reference books, on the 
twenty-ninth of May, in the year eighteen hundred 
and seventy-four, and you left St. Paul’s School, 
Hammersmith (where you had already acquired some¬ 
thing of a reputation as an exponent of the Socratic 
method of reasoning), seventeen years later. There 
was a short time when you had some idea of becoming 
an artid in another field, and for awhile the Slade 
school sheltered you. But that remarkable flow of 
words was not to be denied. Journalism was so clearly 
your trade that there could never have been any serious 
doubt as to your future career. Almod at once the 
dately portals of the press were flung wide open to 
receive you. The Bookman welcomed you as an art 
critic : the great Liberal papers, the Speaker and the 
Daily News^ opened their arms to a recruit at once so 
youthful and so dogmatic. The art of design assumed, 
with proud humility, a back seat. But you have pub¬ 
lished drawings, or caricatures. Complaisant reviewers 
declared them to be not without merit. 

There was no doubt of it : we all thought in those 
fiir-olT days, the beginning of the twentieth century, 
that we had found a new literary dar of unusual 
brilliance. You arrived with dramatic suddenness. 
Scarcely had we begun to ask who was the owner of 
those mydic initials, G. K, C., that cropped up so 
often in the Daily News of that period, than we found 
the full name confronting us in a hundred places, 
writing about all sorts of things, enunciating and 
defending paradoxes on every conceivable subjed. 
Literary and artidic criticism, discussions on ethics and 
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religion, a weekly causerie for an illu^rated paper— 
and then, perhaps, a volume of fugitive verse and 
another of amorphous fidion. The name of Che^er- 
ton became an obsession, a literary nightmare ; there 
was no getting away from this new, voluminous, 
comprehensive personality. You wrote the fir^ of 
your novels, if indeed they can be called novels, 

The Napoleon of Netting Hill ” : you did Browning 
for the English Men of Letters series ; you gave the 
world your ideas about Charles Dickens. When 
you were barely four-and-thirty years old these works 
had already excited sufficient intere^ to induce the 
publication of a volume climating your position in the 
hierarchy of letters. In 1908 appeared “ G. K, 
Chesterton : a Criticism.” 

There was a time when to think of the name CheSter- 

ton was to recall also that of Hilaire Belloc. A sort 

of amiable rivalry used to cxl^t between the pair in 

their efforts to put the world ^raight. But Belloc 

IS the older of the two ; he has sat in Parliament, and 

lo^t many of his earlier illusions 1 during the war he 

degenerated into a Military Expert. His was the 

more subtle method, when the two of you were pleas- 

Mtly engaged in attempting to reform the universe 

He was wont to tickle the British public under the 

ribs with the two-edged knife of irony, while you 

belaboured their thick hide with the resounding club 

ot paradox. I suppose you may have stirred a few 

trom their slumbers. They may not have felt the 

blows, but they heard them ; and some began to ask 

each other, in a sort of amazement, what on earth the 

at with glasses and a double chin was makintr 
such a fuss about. ° 

For a success in letters it is indeed useful to acquire 
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M ^ madman, even of a charlatan. It 
can hardly fail to arouse controversy ; your admirers 
will rally round you : your enemies will advance gaily 
to the attack, and the rising duil of the conflidf will 
orove the be^ of advertisements. There is nothing 
like dividing the world on the great que^ion of your 
own abilities. And with regard to yourself there 

measures : a man was either a 
Lhestertonian or not ; either he took everything you 

wrote and asked^ eagerly for more, or he expressed to 

IS nends a^onishment at the impudence of a fellow 
who should try to palm off such ridiculous rubbish 
under the name of literature. I have had men coming 
to me almost with tears in their eyes, entreating me to 
explain what there was about you to make some of 
the papers so enthusiastic. Could anybody really 
take you seriously ? They would admit perhaps that 
here and there, in the mad web of your work, patches 
might be discoverable of fine prose, not merely well 
expressed but containing a modicum of Stimulating 
thought. But what a form ! These unexpeded and 
disturbing ornaments came in the middle of a sort of 
Story, something that had the outward guise of a novel, 
but of a novel written in a lunatic asylum. A sort of 
harlequinade of the drangeSl charaders, doing the 
moSt unexpeded and impossible things, moSt trying 
to the equanimity of the ordinary reader who had hoped 
to lose himself in the windings of a pleasant tale. 

I used to explain that yours was a curious charader. 
You WTre a Preacher, who for some obscure reason 
caSt your sermons into the outward form of novels. 

It did not really much matter—except that it deceived 
some of the unthinking populace. Except for the 
outer husk, these books of yours were not in the lead 
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like fidlion by any of the recognized masters. The 
ordinary reader, chancing upon “ Manalive,” let me 
say, or some other of your more recent works, would 
be much in the position of a lover of plain chocolate 
who found himself biting unexpectedly into a slab of 
similar appearance filled with some grange liqueur. 
There is a sort of ^tory in the book ; there are even 
characters, masquerading in the clothes of men and 
women. But they bear no relation to real life. Their 
duty is merely to provide the talented author with a 
few pegs on which he may hang the particular sermon 
he is so anxious to deliver. I do not know why you 
should have chosen this form, but so it is, and we muil 
make the be^t of it. I confess that I find it difficult 
to read these grotesque fantasies with any patience, 
but I am quite ready to recognize that there are good 
things scattered here and there in their pages. They 
have the air, somehow, of having been composed in a 
spirit of bravado, as though the writer were laughing 
in his sleeve and saying, “ Look at me. I can do 
anything I like, and persuade the world and the critics 
that it is great." 

You were the spoiled child of English literature. 
You may survive it, becoming, like other infant pheno¬ 
mena, a respectable member of society now that the 
dangerous period is over. In faCt, I dare say that you 
have already survived it, but I have not read anything 
of yours very recently, and so cannot say whether you 
^ill disport yourself in print like an expert funambulist 
on the tight rope. In the old days, you know, the 
majority of us thought you a poseur. It was almost 
inevitable. ^ Your admirers turned the limelight upon 
your massive form with so much industry that, in 
mere self-defence, you had to be prepared for the 
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blinding glare at any moment. Was ever a young 
man so quoted, so caricatured, so pestered with invita¬ 
tions to deliver himself at societies and clubs on the 
Subjed of the Moment, whether it were female suffrage 
or pure beer ? You represented the great Dr. John¬ 
son at a pageant : it was said that the likeness was 
unmistakable : you were marked down as his lineal 
successor, the dictator of literary London. Well, well 
—if you have really got over all this without serious 
damage it is perhaps due to the war intervening. If 
it has not yet provided a world lit for heroes to live 
in it has at leaft amended our sense of proportion. 

Alas ! my Chesterton, you and I are alike no longer 
young, in years. You preserve, however, a specious 
appearance of youthful energy. It is possible you 
may Still shed a few skins. It is possible you may 
decide to exploit a new form. For you have plenty 
to say, but no vehicle at present that will carry it easily. 

I wonder you do not try the Stage. Why not become 
our English AriStophanes ? For you have something 
more than a mere talent for verse : I would sooner 
read a volume of your songs than one of your detective 
Stories, You are a natural singer, but you never have 
been able to tell a Story. 

I suppose it may be held a measure of the enthusiasm 
you inspire in your followers that some were found 
to maintain that those deteftive Stories of yours, 
colleSted under the title “ The Innocence of Father 
Brown,” were the fineSt detective Stories ever written. 
Frankly, they were nothing of the kind : they were 
very bad deteStive Stories indeed : there was not a 
thrill in the round dozen of them. But they were 
packed with ingenuity. About many of them were 
quite admirable patches of descriptive writing. To 
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say that the moft nervous of maiden aunts could 
take the volume to bed with her and read them before 
she fell asleep, would perhaps be nothing were it not 
that you were obviously trying to make our flesh creep. 
There is scarcely one of these stories that does not 
contain one or more violent or sudden deaths. In 
the hands of Poe, or Stevenson, or Conan Doyle, these 
could hardly have failed to send a shiver through us ; 
with you they left us unmoved, self-possessed, a trifle 
critical. All the materials were there, together with 
an account of literary skill all too rare in those who 

affeft this form of fi£lion, and yet the tales missed 
fire. 

Of course, they were ridiculously improbable. In 
itself this is not of the greatest importance. Mo^f 
detedive Glories are ridiculously improbable, when you 
come to analyse them with the cold eye of criticism. 
But the writer muil contrive somehow to make them 
plausible at the time : he mu^l throw a glamour over 
them ; at the worft he mu^l contrive to dull the criti¬ 
cal faculty by importing a measure of horror into the 
myftery. The cold, logical manner of Edgar Poe is 
better for this purpose than the gay, debonair method 
of G. K. Chesterton. It throws a detective Story out 
of focus. But more important than either the richness 
o your manner or the improbability of your plot was 
your failure to make any of the charafters alive 

This IS, It seems to me, the crucial defed in all your 
books that I have read. You are more interefted in 
yourse f and your own thoughts than in humanity, 
b or all that, you are a Simulating writer. Full of 
vitality, an opulent nature, a big man, with big ideas. 

ter all, luxuriance of imagination is not too common 
a tault. At present you seem to some of us like an 
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elephant gambolling in a suburban back garden, a 
spedacle somewhat di^urbing to those critics who 
believe in law, order and re^raint. But some day you 
may discover your proper form, and work miracles. 



% 


\ 


NO. IX 

'Robert Smythe Hichens 


h 



* Robert Smythe Hichens 

T here was once a singular inilitution called, 
somewhat grandiloquently, the London 
School of Journalism. I gather from the 
public press that schools purporting to teach the art 
o writing, journalistic or other, flourish even in the 
present day : there may even, by now, be another 

gam. And there is, I suppose, a certain part of the 
Ser that Mn aftually be taught—given a 

sssis r ■s>»« cV,.i 

“'f ”‘p''' i«"Vyo“I.3 

really tos a Myler^ of \ 

initiated mightTovSI a keJ p'*'-f, ‘he 

clear to you that the schooUtselfXh/b' 

>n the future, of good copy produaive, 

parental foresight insifted upon tSs Int^t t 
flohemia, to make sure thoi- ^ ante-chamber to 

be ruined by a too earlv ^harafter should not 

cnse you beLm a 3 r ^ny 

°'her writer 7 reJuT io^ °- 

Genius, we know, will out ’it k 1; dfffi 

93 difficult to conceal 
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as murder : as hard to eradicate as hereditary gout. 
Probably the easy methods of the ingenious gentle¬ 
man who ran the e^ablishment did little either to 
improve or impair the ^yle of these eminent authors. 

The curious may find this same School of Journal¬ 
ism portrayed, with little more than a touch of cari¬ 
cature, in the pages of “ Felix,’' a novel in which there 
is more autobiography than we are accustomed to find 
in your works. Perhaps for this reason, I have always 
regarded it as one of your beSt books. It came at a 
fortunate period, when you had already written enough 
to gain command of your material, and before you had 
acquired the verbosity that distinguished some of 
your later novels. 

You are one of the few literary men who know 
something about music. Many authors have dabbled 
in painting ; not many have been attracted by the 
mySteries of harmony and counterpoint, Samuel 
Butler, it is true, advanced some way up both avenues ; 
but at the moment I can recall no other name to brigade 
with yours. For it was your earlieSt ambition to 
become a musical composer, and you actually went 
through a course of Study for that purpose at Bristol 
and in London. If, at the ripe age of thirty, you had 
not made a hit with “ The Green Carnation,” it is 
possible that you might have achieved fame by another 
route. But ” The Green Carnation ” set people talk¬ 
ing. It was a clever book, of a kind that often attains 
success through curiosity. Several well-known per¬ 
sons, Oscar Wilde among the number, were under- 
Slood to be discoverable in its pages, under a thin dis¬ 
guise. The roman a clef has often proved the pro¬ 
priety of its name by unlocking the gates of Fame’s 
fore-court. 


iSMr, Robert Smy the Hie he ns 
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Perhaps it dates you a little to say that the book 
was published in 1894. We were both young then, 
and the literary world had its fashions no less than it 
has now. Men, and women, now dead or forgotten, 
were in the forefront of the new movement : maga¬ 
zines and reviews sprang up like mushrooms in the 
night : little poets produced slim books of verse, even 
as they do now ; and brilliant young writers corus¬ 
cated in somewhat artificial prose under the fostering 
wing of the late W. E. Henley, then editor of the 
Nauona/ Observer. There followed, during the next 
three years, “ An Imaginative Man,” “ The Folly of 
Euilace Flames,” and “The Londoners.” I 
have often wondered, especially now that you have 
attained to a certain success in the theatrical world 
why this laft book has never been adapted for the ftage 
The prher part of it is admirable ‘farce, carried on 
1th immense spirit. Towards the end, it is true it 
degenerates into a sort of knockabout humour But 

quemdinTin* chfming young American lady mas- 

tine Ja®n;pLy“ ' “ 

you'^desnise fh seriousness. Did 

merely FaTe of humour ; or did it 

for writing farce seemed to have bein lol Ih 
1901, you nublishpH fU *. 1 ° when, in 

boisterous fun, “ The Pronh attempt at 

It seems almoft inlldiblefba Square.” 

been written by the same ha rl !u^ 

Londoners." Lrne of th^ ^ Produced “ The 

doubts as to your future to express 

one more of that band of P''®''® Pet 

defined not to redeem th writers who were 

teaeem their early promise .? How- 
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ever, you pulled yourself together and gave them 
“ Felix,” which was much better stuff. I do not say 
that it is a great novel, but it will bear reading more 
than once—which is more than can be said of mo^t 
novels in these degenerate days. It has characteriz¬ 
ation : there is pathos to be found in it as well as 
humour. The critics revised their opinion, and 
agreed that you might ^till go far. 

In a sense, I suppose, you have, though it muCt be 
confessed that your more recent books have not shown 
an improvement commensurate with your increased 
years. You have ” arrived,” it is true. Juft twenty 
years ago you brought out ” The Garden of Allah,” 
and your name was made. Incidentally you dis¬ 
covered a formula—always a dangerous discovery for 
an arti^ to make. Put in a few words, that formula 
may be ^ated as The Importance of the Elderly 
Woman. Before your happy arrival she had been 
negle^ed by the novelist : her fading charms were 
treated with levity or, even worse, with an exaggerated 
sympathy. And yet the lady of forty to fifty years 
felt within herself that she ilill had the capacity for 
adventure : she saw no reason why she should retire 
so early into the background and be content to watch 
her younger rivals taking all the prominent parts. 
Women were beginning to emancipate themselves . 
year by year they were growing determinedly younger, 
especially if they chanced to be unmarried. Y^t it 
was undeniable that the dreaded borderland of Middle 
Age was near at hand : they snatched, with a courage 
born of despair, at the chance of one real adventure 
before quitting the arena. It was Hichens who had 
the wit to perceive this cardinal fad, and to turn it to 
his own advantage. While your comrades blindly 
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concentrated their energies on the young and un¬ 
formed heroine you struck out boldly into the Saharan 
desert and showed how Algeria ^lill held possibilities 
for the courageous woman who had lo^l her fir^l youth, 
but retained the primitive in^indls of her sex. It 
was said—I know not with how much truth—that 
“ The Garden of Allah ” and “ Barbary Sheep " were 
responsible for a va^l number of adventurous tourists 
(a large proportion of them ladies of a certain age) 
taking tickets to Biskra and the borders of the Sahara. 

From the selling point of view, I take it that you 
round your formula useful enough. It mu^l be 
remembered that women have always been the great 
novel-reading seaion of the community, and, which is 
even more important, the great diaributors of fame. 

thousand tongues, was ju^Iy painted 
e emale sex. And the woman of forty-odd 
has ever been wont to find solace for her fading charms 
n the imaginary love-affairs of others. She, above all 
0 hers, is the great dispenser of fortune to the ^rug- 
g novella ; and the man who can touch her heart 

some" Pwome^ 

than detenoratr 4 hTd:"a„cTng^:rrasT^ 

sant knack of demanding tC a ^good'“fo an unplea- 
found, shall be worked fnr “ good formula, once 
worth. It is difficult t^^ teething more than it is 

gentlemen tLt an a t aunimaginative 

ever round t saVe^2cu?ar"tlf 

m harness is bad enough but it k r Pegasus 

turn him into a mill-horU ‘■' 5 ' 

The heroine of “ The Tall m 

A ne Lall of the Blood was also a 
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lady whose adventures began (somewhat to her dis¬ 
comfiture) rather late in life. I suppose this book and 
its sequel, “ A Spirit in Prison,” may be said to have 
secured your position as a serious novelist—one of 
those who can be tru^ed to deal with a psychological 
problem with that detail and exhaustiveness that the 
British public demand from a clever writer before 
they consent to prepare his pede^lal. It was in these 
two books that I fir^ noticed a tendency on your part 
towards a distressing verbosity. “ The Call of the 
Blood ” was kept alive by the ^rength of the plot, the 
Sicilian setting, and the admirable character sketch of 
Gaspare : in the sequel there was less material but 
even more fluency. Some of us began to fear that 
you had fallen in love with mere length for its own 
sake, and that your future novels might outrival in 
size some of the mammoths of antiquity. 

In common with Mr. Eden Philpotts, a novelist of 
about your own ^landing, both as regards age and 
general reputation, you have been apt to take your 
relaxation, after writing one of your more important 
books, in the composition of something trifling on a 
smaller scale. Thus, after “ The Garden of Allah ” 
you published “ The Black Spaniel,” which is more 
like an anti-viviseftion trad than a novel : after “ A . 
Spirit in Prison ” came a book on Egypt and its monu¬ 
ments and “ Barbary Sheep ” : between ” Bella 
Donna ” and ” The Fruitful Vine ” you brought out 
a book on the Holy Land and a psychological dory 
called ” The Dweller on the Threshold.” These 
intercalary works may not have always displayed you 
at your bed, but they possess at lead the negative 
merit of conciseness. We had begun to predid for 
you a didind future in the literary world. You could 
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write : you had abundance of ingenuity, and an eye 
for a dramatic situation. Indeed, that eye may have 
been too good. ** Bella Donna ” was dramatized— 

with a success that may prove to have been her author’s 
ruin. 

I have been re-reading during the la^ few days 
some of your earlier works, for I always like to refresh 
my meniory on these points before I definitely commit 
my opinion of any author to the printed page. 1 read 
Felix once again, and my good opinion of the book 
was confirmed : I read also “ The Londoners ” and 
wondered what subtle quality in it that made me laugh 
so consumedly in 1897 k^d evaporated after seven- 
and-twenty years, I reinember diftinaiy the fir^ 
time I read that ^ory, for it was in a club library, and 
on the mantelpiece of the palatial room was displayed 
a placard with the word SILENCE inscribed 
thereon in big letters. Perhaps it was juil that 
placard that made me choke and gurgle with dis¬ 
simulated laughter, as one laughs hy^erically at 
church or during a funeral. But no ! it certainly was 
funny : it was screamingly funny in parts. And yet 
now I can read it soberly enough, without more than 
an occasional quiet chuckle. The fad is, that farce 
has to be very good indeed if it is to live. There was 
a time when Jerome’s “ Idle Thoughts ” laid the 
foundation ^one of a new school of British humour • 
you are more likely to yawn over it now than to laugh, 
n yet I ickwick survives. To preserve it from 

oThlmlnlty especially large infusion 
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S OME irresponsible, indolent reviewer surely 

before now have referred to you as the enfant 
gate of Literature and Art. Certainly no one 
in my time has formed these twin fortresses with 
more consummate ease, with greater aplomb ; in fa(fl 
we are wrong to call it “ storming ” : the word is 
clearly out of place in describing your swift yet leisurely 
progression, each daintily shod foot planted dandiac- 
ally yet with precision on the right spot, well out of 
the mud. It was rare indeed for any critic to intro¬ 
duce a jarring note in the harmony of praise. You 
were acclaimed almost from the fir^I as one of the mo^ 
brilliant of living essayi^s. The “ Yellow Book ” 
received you gratefully upon its epicene bosom ; 

* Pick-Me-Up (that bright little paper that flour¬ 
ished in the nineties) was glad to get your caricatures 
of eminent gentlemen even before you had come 
down from Oxford : a publisher was found, in the 
person of the kte Mr. John Lane, to colled the fird 
sprightly runnings of your pen together in a volume 
under the comprehensive name of “Works.” And 
dill the critics only grinned good-humouredly. You 
were a privileged person, a brilliant young man, the 
brother of a famous ador, representative of all that 
was bed and brighted in modern Oxford. This pose 
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of yours was amusing—if not carried too far. Indul¬ 
gently, they let Youth have its fling. 

I only remember, during all those years before the 
arrival of the new century, one paper setting out to 
“ slate ” you with any real severity. That paper did 
not live long afterwards. But it was your drawings 
rather than your literary ^lyle that roused it to a 
momentary frenzy. Those early caricatures—I sup¬ 
pose you muft have published a volume some time 
about 1896 or 1897—affedled the editor much as 
Whi^ler’s famous nodlurnes affeded John Ruskin. 
To him they were an impertinence, a schoolboy scrib¬ 
bling on his slate, an inkpot flung in the face of the 
public. I do not suppose the diatribes of The New 
Saturday —for that was the name of this unmannerly 
and ill-barred periodical—caused you the leab tremor 
of annoyance or apprehension. You were already 
seated on your pinnacle. 

Perennially young as you have always seemed to us 
oldbers, it comes as something of a shock to look 
you up now in “ Who’s Who ” and find that you 
were born so long ago as August 24, 1872, But then, 
Time foreshortens everything. It seems only the 
other day that you succeeded Bernard Shaw in the 
dramatic critic’s chair of the Saturday Review^ and 
began to deal out to an expectant public a series of 
delightful causeries tacked lightly on to the plays of 
the preceding week, (You note how I, too, am drawn 
into the prevailing chorus of praise againb my will.) 
The fa6l is, yours has always been a singularly engaging 
personality. Even your form master at Charterhouse 
—a gentleman with whom I had some slight personal 
acquaintance—aided and abetted you in your early 
literary ventures. 
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It is something of a coincidence, as Mr. John Lane 
noted in the preface to “ Works,” that you and Aubrey 
Beardsley should have chosen the same week to appear 
for the time on this mundane stage. Beardsley 
preceded you by three days, the announcement of his 
birth appearing in The Tttnes on the day you were 
born. In due course you went, like Steele and Addi¬ 
son and Thackeray, to Charterhouse, and thence, in 
1890, to Merton, Oxford, Both at Charterhouse and 
Merton you are said to have started a gallery of cari¬ 
catures of those in authority. And your fir^ recorded 
^pearance in print is to be found in The Carthusian of 

under the signature of Diogenes, 
rhe burden of it is a complaint againft the dullness of 
that estimable school paper. 

^ At Oxford you contributed to several undergraduate 
journals, and also made your firil appearance in the 

hiH" which John Lane 

had jufl Parted. This was with “ The Defence of 

Cosmetics, which appears in “ Works ” as “ The 

^ publication you contributed a Letter 

Fomth^-^t'°‘’ ‘George the 

monarch °Th M” ‘^''"cature of that amiable 

of a parody in 

had^^atta!l:fd^^™t!tain 

early age. And some few of the essays ir'X’OTks ” 

mature"'’"on® ^ surprisingly 

“ Dandies a H j- sworn that the essay on 
Amerit m:g^,°\"tJhich firft 

old hand a finisV,eri the work of an 

na, finished writer. Only here and there, 
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perhaps, comes an expression that makes the reader 
wonder, for a moment* You were ftill ju^l young 
enough to enjoy a sense of discovery in the use of 
strange words, such as “ inverideed ” (printed thus in 
a single word), or “ impenuous.” 

In my opinion these fir^ essays were better than 
those that succeeded them. You were, I suppose, 
no more than twenty-four years old when “ Works ” 
appeared ; “ More ” and “ Yet Again ” followed, 

after decent intervals. You had begun early, but the 
booklets you permitted to appear were of no great 
size. You did not abuse your popularity. There 
came, too, one Chri^mas season, rendered memorable 
by a number of the Saturday Review containing some 
excellent parodies from your pen. I wish I could find 
my original copy of ** A Christmas Garland. 

Yes ! you have been fortunate in your reception. 
I do not say that your success has been altogether 
undeserved, but it occurs to me sometimes, as I 
fully struggle along the muddy causeway, that you 
were caught up on high, among the Immortals, almo^ 
too early—earlier than was quite warranted by your 
merits. Here, for example, is “ The Happy Hypo¬ 
crite,” illustrated in colour by a well-known artist, 
selling at one guinea net, and referred to m jhe^Press 
as “A superb edition of a modern classic.” “The 
Happy Hypocrite ” is good stuff—but is it really as 
good as all that ? And^ then there is “ Zuleika Dob¬ 
son.” Very well, once in a way, as a jeu d'espriL . . . 

You perceive that the carping spirit is beginning to 
grow in me. You muSl exped it to come, sooner or 
later ; and especially now that you have withdrawn 
yourself from London and sit remote in far Rapallo, 
not giving your undoubted personal charm any 
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further opportunity of getting in its work. I like to 
read a few essays of-yours occasionally : I like better 
to look through a few of your caricatures now and then, 
and to note how delicately you pundlure the self- 
esteem of my old friends with the sharp needle of 
satire, (The letterpress of your caricatures is often 
the beSt thing about them.) But I do think you were 
the Fortunate Youth of the late nineteenth century. 
And I also admit that, without you, that curious period 
would not have been quite the same thing. 
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A FRIEND of mine, who knew you better 
than I shall ever do, once remarked that 
you were apt to prove a prickly com¬ 
panion. I do not suppose he meant any harm by 
this ; probably all that he meant to say was that you 
were a ^rong man with the temperament of an artist. 
Ever since you began to write you have been accus¬ 
tomed to say ju^l what you thought, as vividly and 
forcibly as possible ; which implies almo^ of necessity 
that you have written some things and expressed some 
opinions that you would like to forget, if your enemies 
would allow you to do so. 

Moft readers know by now that you were educated 
at the United Services College at Westward Ho !, in 
company with Stalky and Corkran and Mr, King and 
several other more or less life-like charadters who dtill 
occasionally crop up when the editor of some American 
magazine persuades you to write another short dlory. 
To India you returned from that singular educational 
e^ablishment at the age of seventeen, to become sub¬ 
editor of the Lahore Civil and Military Gazette^ and, 
ater on, to write for the Pioneer, I suppose, if it 
had not been for defedtive eyesight, you would have 
o owed the example of mo^t of your schoolfellows 
and gone back to India, if at all, as a subaltern. 

Ill 
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The spe<flacles of “ Beetle ” have a good deal to 
answer for. Indubitably it was a great thing that 
you should have returned to India at that early age, 
and a greater thing ^lill (from the point of view of 
English Literature) that you should have gone back 
without an official position under the British Govern¬ 
ment. The civil servant and the military officer are 
alike cramped by the shackles of routine and by a 
wholesome fear of the authorities. For the mo^ part 
they see only one side of Indian life, and that the leajft 
intere^ing, and they cannot even write freely about 
their own little section without considerable danger 
of offence. You were a journali^f—a man whose 
profession it was to see as much of the life around him 
as possible—and you had an observant pair of eyes 
behind those spedfacles. Through your father, then 
curator of the Lahore Museum, you had access to the 
ordinary official circles. But you were among them, 
not of them, and this fa( 5 l gave you the power, denied 
to the majority of Anglo-Indians, of depiding the 
follies and foibles of those around you without the 
unpleasant after-thought that you might be suspeded 

of treachery to your own class. 

You could write, too, without that natural nervous¬ 
ness as to criticism that might have cramped you 
had you remained in England. Your fir^t published 
works were volumes of Tories collected from your own 
paper, written with all the careless and outspoken can¬ 
dour of youth. Undoubtedly there are some writers 
who are the better for being exposed to the cross-fire 
of the critics, but I fancy we should have loft something 
of the essential Kipling if you had published your fir^t 
volumes at home, with the Saturday Review 
SpeSIator looming large before the young author s vision. 
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It was some time in the late eighties, 1888 or 1889, 
that our book^alls in the railway stations began to 
display certain slim volumes, in unfamiliar wrappers 
of a greyish blue, bearing an author's name that many 
of us hastily concluded mu^ be imaginary. Rudyard 
was in itself uncommon : Kipling had even a flavour 
of the comic : the collocation seemed obviously the 
happy thought of a writer determined to challenge 
attention at all hazards. It was not long before the 
name began to be heard all over the country. I 
remember the fir^l volume of the series I managed to 
procure. It was “ The Story of the Gadsbys ” that 
introduced me to the new writer. I think I have 
read everything of yours that has been published since. 

Now “ The Story of the Gadsbys ” is, mo^ 
decidedly, not one of your happiest efforts. Reading 
it now we are inclined to ^lop every now and then and 
marvel at the success it had in those Viiftorian days. 
But I confess I was captured then. The fad is, you 
were the fird to adopt that sort of manner. In a few 
months we had scores trying to imitate you. And 
again you opened a new world to English readers. 
Before you appeared on the bookdalls we knew noth- 
ing of the inner life of the great dependency that is 
now, apparently, trying to shake off its yoke. We 
had read dories of the Mutiny : some of us may 
have had a hazy knowledge of India's earlier hidory 

of the days of Clive, and W^arren Hadings, and the 
taking of Seringapatam, or the battle of Assaye. But 
o the inner life of India we knew practically nothing 
until (as Mr. H. G. Wells has poetically said) you 
opened in these thin grey volumes a series of “ shutters 
T? dudy sun-glare and blazing colours of the 

Ead. Nothing so vivid and adual had been written 

H 
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for a generation. And the inevitable result followed. 
As is usual when a new writer springs into sudden 
fame, a school arose that sedulously copied the little 
tricks and mannerisms of the late^ success, and the 
English language acquired a jerkiness and a fancy for 
sudden transition that have left their traces upon it 
to the present day. 

Your arrival heralded the epoch of the Short Story 
(new ^tyle), which flourished exceedingly in this coun¬ 
try for awhile towards the close of the nineteenth 
century. (There are signs of a slight revival at the 
present day—only the ^lyle is, of course, newer ^lill.) 
But for ten years or so it really looked as though this 
form of art had come to ^ay : as though the art of 
Maupassant, about which the cognoscenti used to prate 
so readily, had acclimatized itself across the channel. 
Solemn critics began to talk learnedly about the tech¬ 
nique of the contCy as they loved to call it ; young 
authors began to experiment ; publishers even seemed 
disposed to buy. But the critics, pe^filent fellows, 
would not be satisfied until they had imposed rules for 
the new game, and they soon decided that the Short 
Story and the Anecdote were two different things. 
To call a short ^ory by this name—“ a mere anec- 
(;jQte ”—became a ^lock term of abuse. It damped 
the butterfly wings of these young authors, afflicting 
them with a vague distress, and by degrees they crept 
off to explore other fields of endeavour. 

It was against you in particular that the charge of 
anecdotism was brought, and it cannot be denied that 
some of your earlier Ctories narrated, in a detached 
manner that you had made your own, mere episodes. 
The short Ctory of the previous generation had been 
merely a long s1;ory on a small scale : it is largely due 
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to you, and to H. G. Wells, that its scope has been so 
much extended. But I suppose the critic had his 
efFe6l upon you both, in the end ; Mr. Wells gave up 
writing short Glories, to the grief of judicious readers, 
and yours became decidedly longer. They have, in 
fa6t, been growing ever since. 

I suppose it was owing to this charge that you 
wrote, in 1891, “ The Light that Failed,” a ^ory that 
appeared in an American magazine before it appeared, 
with a different and more article ending, in book form. 
That a writer of your importance should have con¬ 
sented to mangle his work with the idea of conciliating 
the magazine public appeared almost criminal to some 
reviewers, and the book was not too well received. 
Besides, they had always maintained that your talent 
was not equal to producing a full-blown novel. ” The 
Naulahka,” written in conjundlion with your brother- 
in-law, Mr. Wolcott Baleitier, was even less success¬ 
ful. ” Captains Courageous ” and “ Stalky and Co.” 
had a mixed reception. It was not until you brought 
out “ Kim,” in 1901, that the carpers ceased. 

Yet in each of these books there had been some¬ 
thing that no other living writer could have accom¬ 
plished. You always insisted on seeing things for 
yourself, with your own eyes. You absolutely refused 
to reflect the opinions of another. And all agreed 
that you possessed a marvellous faculty for assimilating 
yourself to new surroundings. It was not only that 
you acquired the terminology of a new world in a sur¬ 
prisingly short time, but that at the end of a few weeks 
your acquaintance with the inhabitants and their 
manners and cuiloms seemed all but flawless. In 

The Light that tailed ” you wrote as though you 
had been familiar with every turn of the painter’s mill. 
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You had, it was true, some slight conne6lion with 
that world : two well-known artiSis, in the persons of 
Burne-Jones and Poynter, were your uncles by mar¬ 
riage, But then you appeared to know the fishing 
fleet on the Banks and their ways equally well, and the 
private soldiers of the army in India, and the native 
world there, as well as Simla and the moil intimate 
details of official life. And for a time at lea^l you 
displayed so remarkable an acquaintance with machin¬ 
ery, both marine and locomotive, that it was clear 
you mu^ have been originally trained for an engineer. 

Experts, of course, used to hint darkly that your 
information was not always so accurate as the layman 
imagined, but experts like saying this sort of thing, 
and when it came to the point the evidence they 
adduced did not amount to much. The out^anding 
fa<St remained that somehow you contrived to produce 
the impression of intimate knowledge of whatever 
subjcift you were treating. If “ Kim bears no 
resemblance to Indian life, as some wiseacres will tell 
us, we reply that it is India’s fault. India ought to 
be like that—and we take refuge in the well-founded 
belief that the majority of Anglo-Indians know uncom¬ 
monly little of the country they are supposed to govern. 

Certain snatches of verse had been prefixed to some 
of the stories in “ Plain Tales from the Hills ” on their 
fir^ appearance, by way of motto, and these may be 
regarded as the prelude to those “ Barrack-room 
Ballads ” which W. E. Henley soon began to publish 
in the Scots Observer, They appeared in book form 
in I 892, and at once divided the critics into two camps. 
Some condemned them outright as doggerel : others 
hailed them as an inspiration. “ If this is not poetry,” 
cried one ardent reviewer, “ what is ” Poetry or not, 
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your verse had a tremendous influence in those ancient 
days when the shadow of Paul Kruger, no larger than 
a man’s hand, was the only cloud on the political 
horizon. To us who were thrilled to the core then by 
that aggressive Imperialism, it is Grange to read over 
some of the old verses again. The message that 
birred us in the closing years of the la^l century sounds 
to-day, let us admit, like the rolling of ^tage thunder. 
A good deal of your poetry is dated—hopelessly dated 
—but there is enough left to furnish a handsome book, 
and one that will live. Curious it is that the simpler 
your inspiration the more lasting its appeal : I like 
be^f of all your poems, some of those dealing, not with 
Empire and the tumult of fighting, but with the quiet 
Sussex downs. 

Some few years ago complaints used to be heard 
that you had pradfically ceased to write, or were con¬ 
fining yourself to children’s books. Admirable indeed 
were the “ Jungle Books,” ” Puck of Pook’s Hill,” 
and “ Rewards and Fairies,” but they did not fortu¬ 
nately complete your message to the world. I think 
myself that some of your mo^l; recent Tories are also 
among your be^. But then I am of those who like 
” The Village that Voted,” which some critics profess 
to regard as a mere guffaw, loud and rather vulgar. 
” The Edge of the Evening,” another of the more 
modern Glories, is also one of my favourites. But I 
do not quarrel with others who think differently. I 
never cared much for ” Brugglesmith,” about which 
I have heard some rave, nor do I like (indeed, I actively 
dislike) that ^ory dealing with a Sunday afternoon at 
a roadside station on the Southern line, in which 
figure an American do(ffor and a navvy to whom he 
has admini^ered an emetic. I quite admit that on 




118 Lectures to Living (^Authors 

occasion I find your sense of humour out of line with 
my own, and when that happens it is difficult to per- 
suade me that it is travelling the right road. Yet 
there are very few of your works that I do dislike : 
there are many that I read over and over again. To 
me you are ^lill one of the brighter ^ars in our literary 
firmament : I hope you may continue to shine there 
for many years to come. 


NO. XII 


Hilaire Belloc 

T ime was when we sent our literary men to 
Parliament and were not ashamed of it. 
Some sat there, like the immortal Gibbon, 
in the humble Elation of a mute : timidity was forti¬ 
fied by pride, and the success of their pens discouraged 
the trial of their voices. But the country, apparently, 
did not mind. They might be silent, but they were 
respected : now and again some pleasant sinecure 
was found for their behoof. And they were allowed 
a certain modicum of that independence so dear to 
literary minds. Party organization had not yet be¬ 
come the tyrant that aroused your wrath some twenty 
years ago. It was in 1906, I believe, that you took 
your seat for the fir^ time, Member for Salford. 

A brilliant young fellow of thirty-six you were 
then, with already something of a career behind you. 
Straight from school you went to become a driver in 
the 8th Regiment of French artillery ; your service 
over, you matriculated at Balliol at the comparatively 
mature age of twenty-three, and secured a fir^t in 
the History Schools. Almo^ at the same time came 
out your fir^ volume—“ Verses and Sonnets ”—and 
a year later that really excellent little work, “ The 
Bad Child s Book of Bealls.’* It certainly was not 
long before you got into your ^ride. 

121 
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The world, even then, was very wicked. With 
your friend Chesterton, not yet converted to Popery 
(I mu^t ask you to excuse these old-fashioned phrases), 
you resolved to essay the Herculean task of setting it 
right. Your method was indubitably the more subtle 
of the two. You were outwardly quiet, retrained, a 
trifle sardonic, while Mr. CheSlerton gambolled around 
his victims like some highly accomplished and playful 
porpoise. I do not know which of you, in those rosy 
opening days of the twentieth century, produced the 
greater effe<5t. Perhaps neither of you accomplished 
quite as much as had been hoped. The trouble with 
the ironic method is that the foolish are apt to take it 
literally—as the late Samuel Butler so often found 
to his co^. But the crusaders reaped some reward. 
Belloc and Chesterton were seen to be Readily climb¬ 
ing the ladder of fame side by side. 

I am inclined to be sorry that you ever meddled 
with politics at all. I do not think Parliamentary 
life suits the literary man of to-day. Macaulay and 
Disraeli, John Stuart Mill, and (shall we say .^) Samuel 
Warren contrived to combine the practise of literature 
with life in the House of Commons ; modern writers 
have found the conjundlion more difficult to manage. 
Mr. A. E. W. Mason, I believe, was one of your 
contemporaries, but it was not long before he found 
the Strain too much for him, and sought retirement. 
You were made of Sterner Stuff. It is possible that 
you might be sitting Still, had not your constituents 
basely deserted you. But I doubt whether the 
experience has proved of any great advantage to you 
since. Politics may be fascinating, from the out¬ 
side ; but there is too much rancour and bitterness 
about the game for my taSte, and I like your work 
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be^ when you are writing in a kindly and urbane 
spirit. 

The fadl is, there is quite gall enough in your 
writing without the continuous irritations of working 
under a Party Sy^em to stimulate its secretion, I 
notice that you have always had a tendency to follow 
up a season of comparative mild writing by something 
more than commonly malicious. Thus, in 1903, did 

Caliban’s Guide to Letters ” succeed “ The Path 
to Rome ” and, eight years later, “ The Girondin ” 
was succeeded by “ More Peers ” and “ The Party 
Sy^em.” “ Caliban,” I allow, was sufficiently amus¬ 
ing, so was the ^lory of Mr, Emanuel Burden and the 
tale of Mr. Clutterbuck’s election, but it was also 
very bitter. You pursued Mr. Kipling’s poetry in 
that book with a deadly malignancy. I confess I 
could never discover why you nourished so poisonous 
a hatred for the author of ” The Recessional,” but 
clearly there was something about him that aroused 
your wor^ feelings. 

There was a lack of sympathy about you in those 
early farcipl novels, designed to caftigate hypocrisy. 
They remind me of Swift. I never find in them a 
single charafter for whom it is possible to feel the 
slightest affection or respect ; anc it is only too clear 
that you have nothing but a whole-souled contempt 
for the unhappy puppets you dangle before the eyes 
of your readers. Like so many of these brilliant 
Balliol men, you are perhaps too generally contempt¬ 
uous of your fellow-men. You despise the peerage, 
and politicians in general i you both despise and hate 
the Jews ; and you introduced into these books of 
yours characters drawn from all these sources for the 
mere purpose of expressing this contempt and dislike. 
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I think the violent of those satirical romances 
was called “ Pongo and the Bull —a work which I 
have some recollection of reviewing when it came out, 
though I cannot discover it in the li^ of your publica¬ 
tions to-day. You were then, I suppose, especially 
bitter about politics, and you drew a long, listless, 
invertebrate Premier who was meant to represent the 
Mr. Balfour of that day, and a ^umpy, ape-like Leader 
of the Opposition, presumably intended as a caricature 
of the late Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman. It is 
likely enough that upon a close acquaintance the 
leaders of great parties in the State lose something of 
their glamour, but you made them too idiotic to be 
convincing. Their talk was foolish, their aClions 
insane, their party taCtics eminently discreditable. 
And round about these two protagoni^ls gibbered a 
crowd of maniacs hardly less astonishing—an absurd 
American millionaire with a mania for colleCling worth¬ 
less relics of Lord Beaconsfield among them. I 
have no objection to a farce, but this was a farce 
flavoured too bitterly to be amusing. 

In all these satires of yours there is cleverness 
enough and to spare. Innumerable Stinging shafts 
are aimed at the financier, the politician, the Jew, and 
at the middle classes of England, who are their con¬ 
tented dupes. They tend to fail of their full efFeCl 
for their very number ; there is no kindly, sensible 
fellow to aCt as a foil to these rapacious rogues on the- 
one hand, these fatuous fools on the other. And 
your ironic method in dealing with these characters 
affeCls me unpleasantly. It is almost like a sort of 
treachery. You are so scrupulously polite to the 
unfortunate men, loading them with exaggerated 
compliment, while all the time you are winking 
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behind their backs at the reader, bidding him observe 
what a crowd of imbecile scoundrels are these rulers 
of his country. 

“The Girondin ” was fir^t published in 1911. 
So the old copy tells me which I have taken down 
from my shelves. I have kept the book, and every 
now and then I read it—^which shows clearly enough 
the sort of opinion I have of your one romantic novel. 
It is a very fine book, and an individual book ; no 
other writer that I know could have done it, or would 
have done it if he could, in ju^l that way. And 
yet there is a shadow hanging over it all the time 
—a sort of hopelessness. The Revolution has come, 
and many things have to happen before the world can 
go on again in the old peaceful, happy way. But 
how excellent are the adventures of young Georges 
Boutroux, from his double duel with the two sentries 
guarding his uncle's house to the moment when, 
lying all broken in his hospital bed, his mind goes 
dreaming back to the girl Joyeuse and that short 
but exquisite romance in the woods. 

I should be glad to have another novel of this 
kind frona you. But it is improbable that I shall. 
The fadl is, you are almost too variously gifted. A 
Doct, and a considerable poet, you have written at 
eaif two things that will outlast our little day. Of 
its kind, The Path to Rome ” is the be^l book I 
know since the days of R. L. Stevenson. You have 
collefted three or four volumes of essays : you are a 
publicist and journalist of sufficient standing, and 
uring the war you encouraged the pessimi^s week 
by week in the columns of Land and Water, You 
should have had a K.B.E. at lea^f for those services 
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—but honours seldom fall upon the right head. In 
these days I rarely see your name on the title-page 
of a new book, and there is something jejune about 
the essays you occasionally contribute to the press. 
They are combative, but you seem able to find nothing 
really worthy of your ^teel. I take it you will always 
be combative ; like mo^l ^lalwart fighters you will 
probably never settle down comfortably in a world so 
manife^ly imperfedl. 
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T here are authors in every generation who 

are more favourably known to those of their 

own craft than to the public, who have a 

reputation in literary circles but are little considered by 

the layman. For some reason or other, sometimes 

very difficult to discover, they have never had a real 

popular success. It is easy enough to determine (or 

to invent) a reason for theLccess%f an author when 

It has arrived ; but it is altogether a different matter 

to try and discover why a mass of work in various forms 

some of it really excellent in quality and all of it com- 

manding the respedl due to arti^ic workmanship, 

should have been so poorly received. I have had a 

guess now and then with regard to isolated specimens 

ot your work, but I have never been able to fathom the 
my^ery entirely. 

It is perilously near thirty years now since I firft 
became acquainted with you. Your wanderings were 
over then—at any rate for a time—and you had settled 
down to the business of writing novels and short 
ones, with occasional excursions into journalism, 
n you rfl began to think of writing I cannot say, 
but you had served the right sort of apprenticeship fo 

^ell The TT.- I rememberVery 

the firft time I saw your photograph reproduced. 
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It was in a copy of The Idler^ then run, I think, by 
Jerome K. Jerome and Robert Barr, to whom had 
occurred the happy thought of a series of articles on 
“ How I Began to Write ” by Some Who had Done It. 
(I don’t suppose that was the adlual name of the series, 
but it is as near as I can get to it after all these years.) 
All the young writers of that time contributed— 
Stevenson, and Conan Doyle, and Anthony Hope, I 
suppose, and yourself—and my recolledlion of you is 
that some at lea^ of your photographs with which the 
article was illustrated represented you in cow-boy 
coSlume. A handsome-looking young fellow you were 
then, too. And the article itself gave particulars of 
some of the adventures you had already been through. 
I wish I had kept that article : I read it with a certain 
envy. How easy muil the writing of Stories be to a 
man who had your experience ! Bear in mind that I 
was young then myself, and very new to the business 

of writing. . 

I do not know that you have changed very much, in 

manner or appearance, since the nineties. Certain y 
you do not look your age. Yet it is a fa 61 that you 
went to Australia and were working on Vi6tonan 
railroads and Stock-riding in New South Wales while 
I was Still a small boy at a preparatory school. And 
you had served before the maSt by then, I suppose, on 
the Essex, It was later—perhaps when I was at Win¬ 
chester or Cambridge—that you worked your way 
round the greater part of North America, trying your 
hand at saw-mills and railroads, sheep and cattle, from 
Texas and California up to Manitoba and British 
Columbia. I believe you may claim to have helped in 
the conilruftion of the C.P.R. And since those days 
of my early and your own comparative youth you have 
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been away occasionally for a matter of half a year or so 
visiting such parts of the world as you had been com¬ 
pelled to overlook before—the Cape and Rhodesia 
and the Transvaal (in the days of Paul Kruger, with 
whom you recorded an interview), the South Seas and 
Central America with the Weit Indies (whither you 
are travelling, I believe, at the moment of my writing 
these words). Certainly you have done more uncere¬ 
monious knocking about the world than mo^t of your 
brother authors. 

“ The Western Avernus ” was your firft book, and 
It dates from 1887, the Year of Jubilee. A book of 
experiences, this, and very well received, for it was 
something new in those days and unusual for a writer to 
be quite frank about such matters as walking the Greets 
of San Francisco without money enough to get a meal. 

The Webern Avernus did quite well, and has been 
re-issued more than once since : it deserves to live. 

Then you began the heart-breaking job of writing 
short Tories for a living. One of these days, I suppose, 
some critic of importance will awake to the fa<5l that 
you have had a very considerable influence on this form 
of art in England, and will produce a long and probably 
quite unreadable treatise on the subje<T, too late to do 
you any good. The faft is, you were one of the leaders 
ot the new movement that Parted in the early nineties 
after the rise of Rudyard Kipling. For a short time 
ere was a cult, a school of modern English short 
ftory-writers. Kipling himself, Barrie and Stevenson, 
Henry James and Arthur Morrison, Pett Ridge and 
W . W. Jacobs, George Gissing and H. G. Wells were 
all employing this form. Several out of this lift are 
or una c y alive, but not many continue faithful 
to the short ^ory. You and W. W. Jacobs, with Pett 
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Ridge lending very occasionally a helping hand, appear 
to be the only survivors capable of dealing with the 
editor of a modern magazine. 

Many of your sea Tories are as good as anything of 
the kind I know : some of your stories of the Wild We^l 
—Texas and Arizona—come in a good second ; but I 
am inclined to think that your Canadian and British 
Columbian Glories strike a more individual note than 
either. I am not going to ferret about in my books 
for the purpose of extracting my favourite specimens : 
the generous student can buy a collection for himself if 
he wishes to compare and criticise. For it is true 
that you have written a considerable number of books. 

I do not actually know the number, but I know that the 
li^ given in the books of reference is altogether incom¬ 
plete. I have myself a whole shelf in my library filled 
with nothing but Roberts, and a second is already 
making a promising ^tart. Probably you have topped 
eighty volumes by now ; perhaps you are over the 
hundred mark : I cannot tell. But I expeCt I know 
the body of your work better than any other critic now 
living outside your own family. 

“ Maurice Quain,*’ published in 1897, was the fir^t 
of your novels to come into my hands. That mu^ 
have been shortly after I firCl played a game of chess 
with you at the old Authors’ Club in Whitehall Court 
—a club of which I believe you are Ctill an ornament 
now that it has died and been born again. In those 
days it is hardly too much to say that you were the 
Authors’ Club. Your spirit pervaded the place : your 
voice was commonly audible as soon as the door of the 
smoking-room was opened. But I muCl not be led 
into talking of the Club : it is with your novels that 
I am now concerned. 
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You have written perhaps half a dozen novels that 
are worthy of careful consideration when the critics 
come to sum up English fiaion during the la^: half- 
century. And the mo£t successful of them all (which, 
curiously enough, happened to be also the be^t) may 
perhaps have sold something like five thousand copies. 
Your novel-writing, in effea, has not been really a pay- 
ing proposition. This sort of thing cannot be helped, 
and it is no good waxing indignant and pointing scorn¬ 
fully to the authors who have sold forty, fifty or a 
hundred thousand copies of infinitely inferior books. 
Indubitably your novels lacked some ingredient that 
makes for popularity, and I do not suppose that 
now, after all these years, they are ever likely to com¬ 
mand a big sale. But the reading public may have 
my sincere assurance that some of them are Literature. 
Equally candidly I assure them that some are diffi¬ 
cult, irritating, unpleasantly violent. It has happened 
to you occasionally, as it has happened to greater artiils 
to be compelled to write something in a hurry and sell 
It to a publisher for what it will fetch, rather than find 
yourself ca^t out into the cold Greets without food or 
c ot In short, you have sometimes written 

pot-boilers, as they are called in arti^ic circles I 
do not say that your “ pot-boilers,” whether short 
itories or long, are unreadable. Mo^ of your ^uff 
IS readable ; is even worth reading ; but there is 
sometimes a sort of extravagant flippancy about your 
manner that is curiously unamusing. I mi^ru^ you 

especia ly when you openly declare your intention of 
being joyous. 

weH at lea^l one flippant book as 

well as need be—perhaps as well as it could be done 
in that particular fashion. This was a little book 
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published, I think, by Sands & Co. in 1900, and called 
“ The Descent of the Duchess.’' But then it was so 
small a book as to be barely distinguishable from a short 
^tory. The idea was novel, and no time was wa^ed : 
we were not allowed to get tired of the situation. In 
their own way, some of these “ long short Tories ” 
are the mo^ successful things you have done ; I recall 
another, also originally published in book form, called 
“ A Sea Comedy,” which could hardly have been 
bettered. But, good as these are, no critic is likely to 
pretend that they are the mo^ important part of your 
literary work. 

“ Rachel Marr ” is undoubtedly the finest book you 
ever wrote. And it is really a great novel—a novel 
that anyone might have been proud to sign. If the 
reader has not yet seen it he can congratulate himself 
on having a literary treat in ^ore. I do not know 
any other writer who could have done the book in the 
same way—who could have pitched it from the ^art 
in so lofty a key and kept it at that pitch right through 
to the end. (I do not say that the reader will like the 
book—that is altogether a different matter—but if 
he has any judgment he will be forced to confess that 

it is a literary ma^lerpiece.) 

“ David Bran ” came a little later, but I do not think 
it attracted so much attention. Yet this was also a fine 
novel. I should be inclined to place it second in order 
of merit. And after it I should rank The Flying 
Cloud,” in which you put all your love and knowledge 
of the sea, and “ Time and Thomas Waring,” which 
shows you in yet another light as, shall we say, an 
amateur of the operating theatre. But there are a 
ho^ of other books that seem to demand notice— 

Henry Maitland,” for example, which aroused a lot 
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of controversy when it came out, a year or two before 
the war, and “ The Colossus,” which dealt, as you might 
expe( 51 :, with Cecil Rhodes, “ and Lord Linlithgow,” 
which “ featured ” another famous politician, and 
“ The Prey of the Strongest,” the scene of which is a 
saw-mill in British Columbia. (An admirable piece of 
work, that, palpitating with life.) Well ! I am not 
going to make a catalogue. I shall name no more of 
your novels. 

But you possess a re^less brain, ^till thirling for 
new worlds to conquer. I spoke juif now of “ Time 
and Thomas Waring,” in which you start off, boldly 
and charafteri^tically, with an opening sentence that 
could hardly fail to send a shiver through a nervous 
reader. I mu^t give it :— 

The operating theatre was lighted from the north end by a large 
window which was also partly a skylight. Under the window itood 
radiators. The chief aspect of the place was one of intense and scrupu¬ 
lous cleanliness. The walls were of white and gleaming tiles ; bright 
metal work glittered. On the left there were standing basins of white 
ware againft the wall. The floor was of a close grey concrete. Near 
the ^anding basins there was a brass Aructure. By this were boilers 
of nickel with cold and hot ^erilized water in them. To the right 
was a glass cupboard with shining inifruments in it. Above it in the 
wall an eledric fan was running. 


From the point of view of the circulating library I 
can hardly imagine a much worse beginning. But the 
fa<ft is, you were already beginning to take what I can 
only term an unhealthy interest in surgery, I do not 
know how many operations, major and minor, you 
have undergone since I fir^f met you, but it has always 
seemed to me that you announced each new impending 
visit to a nursing home with a sort of melancholy 
pride. It was another sort of experience, after all : 
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one of these days’this also would have its use. And 
by degrees you became our chief authority at the club 
on all manner of disease and the triumphs of modern 
surgery. I believe for a short while you wondered 
whether it were really too late for you to go through a 
medical course, take a degree, and ^art carving your 
fellow creatures physically after dissedling them spirit¬ 
ually for so many years. In default of that you could 
—and did—^write books on medical science. 

They tell me you are now a recognized light in 
circles where move the consulting physician, the 
knighted surgeon. ’ At the sight of your typescript the 
Lancet inclines a lately head, the BM.J. (I suppose 
these journals ^ill exill) displays a momentary live¬ 
liness. You write of such matters as “ Warfare in 
the Human Body ” and so forth—which interest me 
not at all, or only when I have reason to fear that my 
own carcase is likely to become the theatre of oper¬ 
ations. But it refleds a certain subdued glory also 
upon ourselves, when a mere layman, uncertificated 
like the re^ of us, is tacitly admitted within the magic 
circle. 

Whatever subje6l you chose to attack you would 
^artle, if I know anything of you. And what a 
number of different trades you mult have tried, in your 
time ! Certainly there are few sorts of writing that 
you have neglected—you were once even a writer in 
the India Office. Perhaps, after all, Nature intended 
you for a biographer. The “ W. H. Hudson, A 
Portrait which Messrs. Nash and Grayson published 
about a year ago, is perhaps as fine a piece of work as 
you have yet done. 
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V ERY few novelists have had the fortune to 
spring from the union of a publisher with 
one of the be^l sellers of his time. I take it 
you mu^ have felt, from your fir^ youth, that the 
career of a noveliil was marked out for you, that it 
would be a species of impiety to do anything but follow 
in the footilieps of the charming writer who entranced 
our youthful days with “ Lady Audley’s Secret ” and 
Vixen. (I recolle^f falling hopelessly in love with 
the heroine of “ Vixen at an early age.) Genius is 
not often handed down in unbroken succession, but 
there is ground for supposing that some fraftion of 
your present success may be due to the talented lady 
who used to write under the name of Miss M. E. 
Braddon. As to the publishing side of your parentage, 
it would surely have been sinful to negleft a con- 
neaion with such a firm as Hur^ and Blackett, which, 
I believe, succeeded to Mr. Maxwell's business. 

At the moment I cannot recall many instances of 
famous woman writers being rivalled, or even eclipsed, 
by the glory of their sons. There was, in the pa^, 
Anthony Trollope: to-day we have NIr Gilbert Frankau 
and yourself : midway between the two the late Major 
Idesketh Prichard used to collaborate with his mother 
in fiaion—an unusual combination. It has been 
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more common to find daughters (as with Thackeray 
and Charles Kingsley) carrying on the tradition of the 
house. But those who knew Miss Braddon intimately 
never ceased to be a^onished at the amount of time 
she could find in a busy life to help all those around 
her. I take it she taught you a good deal of your 
craft. The careful observer can trace her influence 
in almo^ every book you have written. 

Nevertheless, with all these advantages, you did 
not rush into print with any indecent ha^e. The 
fir^t work credited to you in books of reference is 
“ The Countess of Maybury,” which did not appear 
until 1901, at which time you and I were both about 
thirty-five years old. The Countess belonged to her 
age.; she was a more foolish relation of Mr, Benson’s 
“ Dodo,” and had some affinities with the airy chat¬ 
terers who appeared in the ** Dolly Dialogues of 
the present Sir Anthony Hope Hawkins. Then 
came a book of short Tories, and then, in 1904, a 
more serious and important work—” The Ragged 
Messenger.” A very good book too. Careful critics, 
no doubt, placed a secret mark again^ your name 
after reading it, noting your previous hiilory. One 
of these days, said they, you would indubitably arrive. 
Anxious not to disappoint them, you wrote “ The 
Guarded Flame ” two years later. It remains, I con¬ 
sider, the be^t book you have yet done—very possibly 
the be^l you will ever do. 

Before ” The Guarded Flame,’.’ however, you 
wrote ** Vivien, which gave you a comfortable 
position at the libraries among the great mass of 
incurably sentimental readers. These two books, it 
seems to me, give us considerable insight into the 
nature of their gifted author. I have always main- 
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tained that you possess a double personality. In 
these two early books you showed them to us quite 
clearly, separate : in later w^orks we are often privileged 
to watch the two Maxwells struggling for the mastery. 

Yes, there are two of you, and one is a legacy from 
your mother. By birth and training you are a Vic¬ 
torian, but the Spirit of the Age does its be^t to fit you 
for the book-shelves of the present day. “ Vivien," 
of course, was an excellent specimen of sound, old- 
fashioned work. I remember that when I fir^t read 


the book I came to the conclusion that you had decided, 
in a jewing spirit, to take that oldest of all themes 
the nobleman and the poor governess—and demon- 
^rate how engrossing a ^lory might ftiil be w'oven 
out of the old material. There was not an ounce of 
psychology in the whole book. But, if you were 
i^ally trying an experiment, it was abundantly ju^ified. 
The old ^ory held its readers as well as ever. In 
places the more sophisticated may have smiled, for 
the young duke was so very ducal and all the machinery 
so obviously belonged to the good old type. But 
the true romantic closed the book at the end with a 
sigh of content that the heroine had arrived safe in 
port_ after her many troubles. She felt that she had 
obtained good emotional value for her money. 

But how entirely different was “The Guarded 
iMame I Pso cloying sentiment about that. There 

m ““'d psychologize 

with the beil of the moderns. When^it came to 

exposing a certain type of charafter you could be as 

clever and as merciless as any of them. And at the 

snhit o'?^ thorough-going Viaorian 

Lviv ,lf' ^ “ •’‘6 you 

never shirked it : you set it out, on the contrary, 
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all you were worth : you squeezed the drop out 
of your emotional lemon. It is, as I regretfully 
realize, the Only Way. After all, the noveli^ is 
out to excite emotion ; it is his job : the public 
expefl it of him, as they expedf a certain amount of 
pain when they visit a dentist. The more hardy of 
spirit have been known to express disappointment 
at feeling nothing when persuaded to take gas. 

Then there was “ Mrs. Thompson,” which dis¬ 
played the two Maxwells making some attempt 
towards fusion. Here, again, we have something of 
an experiment. In this novel you take for your 
heroine a woman already elderly, a widow with a 
grown-up daughter, who has rescued from ruin the 
moribund shop left by her fir^ husband and developed 
it into a big department ^ore that is the pride and 
wonder of Mallingbridge. The opening of the ^ory 
discovers this estimable lady at the height of her 
;irosperity, rather ^lout, rather foolishly devoted to 
ner anjemic daughter—in short, anything but the 
customary heroine of romance. Elderly women were 
ju^t beginning to find themselves moved forward 
into the limelight at that time, for Mr. Hichens had 
discovered the va^ reserves of romantic passion that 
still surge in the bosoms of mature ladies tottering on 
the verge of fifty. But to make Mrs. Thompson at 
once an elderly widow, and a shop-keeper, was decidedly 
a bold stroke. Yet you certainly contrived to make 
of her an arresting figure. 

Here again, when she has to go through the mill, 
you see to it that she goes through it thoroughly. 
She permits her idolized daughter to be carried off by 
one idle scamp, and yields herself to another, an 
even greater scoundrel, under whose destructive hand 
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the great and glorious house of Thompson is slowly 
humbled to the duit. The shadow of impending 
ruin looms darkly over everything, like an immense, 
growing thunder-cloud. And then, suddenly, comes 
a flash—and we see our way out—an almo^l too ingen¬ 
ious way, perhaps too completely successful for a 
novel. I remember an acutely critical friend com¬ 
plaining to me that the book was a short ^tory spoiled. 
But it was a good example of the two Maxwells begin¬ 
ning to work in conjundlion. 

The next year came “ In Cotton Wool ” and 

General IVIallock s Shadow —^—^the one a depressing 
^udy in psychology and the other a ^lory that would 
have been very much on the same lines had not your 
second self taken the matter in hand and decided 
to supply a happy ending. Here the curious may 
observe Maxwell the mind-dissedlor and Maxwell 
the universal provider of sentimental felicity almo^ 
quarrelling over their respedlive shares in the business 

Then came “ The Devil’s Garden,” which appeared 
juit before the war, and was banned by the libraries 
with the usual pleasing effedt on the author’s reputa- 
tion and sales. For a time you went soldiering in the 
Royal Fusiliers. Since you came back I have seen at 
least three more of your Stories. I reviewed one 
only the other day. “ Elaine at the Gates ” was its 
rather rem^arkable name. Not a particularly good 
Maxwell, but interesting to the Student, because the 
double personality of the author is as clearly visible as 
c Kh .1 ^ i^torian side is perhaps now a trifle 

: 't peeps out almoSt by stealth, as though 

Lntirrfe V Ik ^ ^ ^®hamed of this tendency to romantic 
q h. The Georgian Maxwell, on the other hand. 
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is rather pleased with himself. I gather that he 
enjoys showing us all how modern he really is. The 
name of Freud is familiar to him, and he is quite well 
up in po^-war slang as employed by young ladies 
of the louder type ; nor does he hesitate for a moment 
to deal in the franked manner with subjedls from which 
our grandmothers would have recoiled blushing in 
affright. Sometimes, I fancy, he leads you almo^ 
too far, so absorbed does he become in the ^ludy 
of a new chara6ler. There is, for in^ance, one Mark 
Awdrey in this book, one of the be^f modern clergy¬ 
men I have met in fidtion. Admirably observed— 
but how he mu^ have annoyed your Vidlorian side ! 

I doubt sometimes whether you will ever do any¬ 
thing again quite so good as “ The Guarded Flame. 
But I suppose we are not yet too old, you and I, to 
produce our bedl work. I am inclined to think you 
have never succeeded altogether so far in fusing 
your two component parts into one great and glorious 
whole. If and when you do, we may have something 
from you more than worthy of your distinguished 

anceSlry. 
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. T)avtd Herbert Lawrence 

I T is true that I cannot lay claim to have made an 
^hau^tive ^tudy of the colle<fted works of Mr. 

D. H. Lawrence. With the beft will in the 
world even a reviewer cannot hope to keep pace with 
all our neweft prophets ; he muft seleft from the 
crowd, and his seleftion muff almoft necessarily be 
conditioned by his personal likes and dislikes. It is 
probable that I should have sedulously avoided the 
author with whom I am dealing just now after the 
firft two volumes of his that 1 had chanced to read, 
had 1 not happened upon a third one afternoon at the 
club when there was nothing doing in the way of 
bridge or billiards. I sat down to read—possibly in 

“y Previous resear 4 es 
the Laurentian park had not inclined me to like 

e proprietor, and it had always seemed to me that 

t^hoM V informal agreement 

to hoM him up as a Great Writer of English. Hither- 

of mv^fribe "lwriting. Like moft 
my tribe, I suppose I am easily put off by a sus- 

picion of over-praise. I decided that LawreLe was 

Stefre ^ rr' ® certain 

I \ generally something unnleasant 

about their work-something that makes a Htde 
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difficult for the ordinary person to appreciate their 
excellence. 

That, naturally, is where the Critic comes in. The 
discerning eye perceives the spark of genius glowing 
faintly beneath the superincumbent mass, and is con¬ 
fident that with the breath of his applause he can fan 
it into a ^leady flame. It is true that in order to 
accomplish this he has to get his nose rather close to 
the rubbish heap. But, after all, the discovery of a 
new genius is not a thing that is likely to happen 
oftener than once a month or so. It is worth while 
to take a few risks. 

The fir^ book by this new prodigy that I happened 
to see was not, perhaps, a favourable specimen. It 
was called “ Aaron’s Rod,” and it seemed to me to 
have no merit whatsoever. Then, not so very long 
ago, chance brought me a volume of short Hones to 
review, called ” Kngland, My England. I cannot 
pretend even now, with my greater knowledge of the 
author’s mental processes, to guess why he chose this 
title for this particular book. I had a suspicion- 
very possibly quite unfounded—that he seleHed it by 
way of a jeH, hoping perhaps that some Hurdy but 
unimaginative patriot of the old school might there¬ 
by be lured into buying a copy, possibly as a gift- 
book for his son (aged fifteen). And it really would 
have been rather comic when the old fellow sat down 
to sample the goods, juH to make certain that the 
sentiment was thoroughly sound. I wonder how long 
it would be before our Hurdy squire hurled the volume 

violently into the fire-place. 

The fa<H is, this colleHion of short Hories is a patho¬ 
logical affair. A private sanatorium, through which 
the visitor is graciously allowed to Hroll on payment 
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of a moderate fee, making what he can of the inmates. 
In every sedion he will find at leaft one patient afflifted 
with some form of the disease that is our speciali^’s 
chief concern. There are some, I suppose, who 
enjoy this morbid atmosphere. Personally, I hate 
morbidity, in every form. I dislike the faint air of 
unwholesomeness, like some sickly scent, that seems 
to hang about all Lawrence’s work. No doubt he 
would put it down to some latent antagonism—he is 
great on latent antagonisms—between the creator and 
the recipient : I prefer to explain it by assuming that 
there^ is a kink somewhere in his mind, whereas my 
own is almost painfully sane. 

This aggressive sanity, it may be remarked, has 
always ^tood in the way of my advancement in the 
world of letters. Your modern critic will never quite 

believe in you unless you display unequivocal signs 
or mental aberration. ° 


afterwards that I chanced upon 
1 he Ladybird. ^ 

The Ladybird ” is a volume containing three 
Stories, which are certainly altogether unlike any other 
short Clones that we see colleaed in volunies or, 
indeed, in any form. And I approached this book 
with a diAina prejudice againft the author, for I read 
wrapper the pronouncement of some iournal- 
^.c critic that each of the Tories therein contained 

on T •• Also, a little further 

mnt th^ Ilf . ® ’"Oft ’’"Por- 

sinL ^ h^pened in English Literature 

ce the war ... Iq read it was to drink of a 

and"T“h f 1 ^ “ Aaron's Rod ” 

■ d I had not felt in the leaft as though I had been 
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drinking from any fountain whatsoever ; my impres¬ 
sion was that I had incautiously taken a draught from 
some ^agnant pool surrounded by a manure heap. 

But I readily admit that these stories have singular 
merit. They seem always trying to express some¬ 
thing difficult, if not impossible, of comprehension ; 
but they are full of Grange and subtle analogies, and 
extraordinarily well done. They present certain pic¬ 
tures that haunt the memory, like that of Count Dionys 
Psanek lying on his hospital bed in the opening ^ory, 
visited by Lady Daphne and her mother, or that other 
of the two women who are trying to run the farm 
in “ The Fox,” and the boy soldier who tumbles in 
on them so unexpectedly and ^ays. Lawrence’s men 
are commonly possessed of a curious latent quality, 
something inexplicable that piques the curiosity of 
women and results eventually in their capture or sub¬ 
mission. In fad, he favours the Egyptian sphinx 
rather than the Greek. With him the male is the 
enigmatic sex. 

I think ” The Captain’s Doll ” is perhaps the mod 
satisfactory of the three dories collected in this volume. 
But all three are decidedly not to be labelled as negli¬ 
gible. They made me resolve to read more Lawrence 
when I found an opportunity. I did not altogether 
like his dories, but I could not help seeing that they 
had their good points. There was, for example, that 
wonderful description of the expedition up the moun¬ 
tain in the dory I have mentioned. The man could 
write, and he had originality : mod certainly these 
were not specimens of cudomary fiClion. In each one 
of them he w^as trying to say something—something 
that was very difficult. It may not have been worth 
saying, but that is another matter. 
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Presumably mo^l of these books have been written 
with the intention (borrowed from Nietzsche) of dis¬ 
turbing our complacency. I suppose he thinks that 
this England of ours is £ii\\ far too comfortable, too 
much sunk in easy slothfulness of mind—even since 
the war came to wake us up. Or it may be because 
of the war : we are corrupted by those old cardinal 
virtues (as we used to esteem them), by sympathy 
and kindliness and humanity ; they have descended 
upon us as a sort of readtion from that sullen anger 
that so many of his male chara(flers possess, and seem 
to cherish with his approval. Lawrence apparently 
would have us all ca^t aside this altrui^Ec nonsense 
and worship Selfishness. Not otherwise shall we ever 
learn to feel clearly or will strongly. 

A singular gospel, with which my in^linfls are 
wholly at variance. 

And then I read “ Kangaroo ” and “ The Boy in 
the Bush —two Australian Stories, one of which you 
wrote (for it is time I addressed a few words to you 
personally) in collaboration with M. L. Skinner. In 
this, too, I notice, you take occasion to speak of the 
unplumbed crater of silent anger that lay at the 
bottom of his soul.” Your young hero, Jack Grant, 
possesses ” an indifference which was really congealed 
anger, and which gave him a kind of innocent, remote 
chiM-like quietness.” Jack Grant’s firft impression 
ot Australia was that the place would be all right if 
It were not for the people. And especially the women. 

his sex antagonism is always cropping up in your 
works. Jack himself ” hated women. He hated the 
kind pf nausea he felt after they had crowded in upon 
him. He hated their eyes—Monica’s eyes, which 
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were yellow cat-eyes, and Mary’s, which were like 
oools of ink. And Grace’s big nose, and Aunt 
Matilda’s red hair and gold chains. There is almost 
always something inexplicable about these eyes of 
yours. In “ Kangaroo ” you have Callcott, looking 
at Somers with glowing, smiling eyes which the other 
man could not quite understand, “ eyes with some¬ 
thing desirous, and something perhaps fanatical in 
them.” And then Cooley, the “ Kangaroo ” himself, 
with his dark, subtle, equivocal eyes. 

These are both Strange, amorphous books, into 
which you have crowded as much of your thoughts 
about things in general (loosely connefled with 
Australia) as a man well can. And I am not going 
to say that some of the thoughts were not worth Slat¬ 
ing. Mo^ of them were. But many were so diffi¬ 
cult to Slate that they seemed to baffle you ; you could 
only fly round them in narrowing circles. Yet out 
of the two books, vaguely, we get a curiously intimate 
piSlure of AuSlralia. There is Sydney with its out¬ 
skirts, gradually degenerating into wide sandy roads 
dotted with small bungalows, beyond the backs of 
which lay a whole aura of ruSly tin cans chucked out 
over the back fence. In the other book it is WeStern 
AuSlralia and farming life in the bush. Here is a 
charafleriStic passage : 

Xlie bush was now full of sparks of the beautiful, uncanny flowers 
of Webern Auifralia, and bright birds started and flew. Sombre the 
bush w’as in itself, but out of the heavy dullness came sharp, scarlet, 
flame-spark flowers, and flow'ers as lambent gold as sunset, and wan, 
white flow’ers, and flow'ers of a strange, darkish rich blue, like the vault 
of heaven ju^t after sundown. 

There is poetry in this, and also that charadleri^lic 
vagueness, as of a man groping after something that 
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he cannot quite find. Also you display a certain 
fondness for repetition. Look at the way you play 
upon “ flowers ” here, and the idea of flame and 
sparks. I find the same thing again towards the end 
of the same book, in your description of Hilda Bless- 
ington, whom Jack meets under rather embarrassing 
circum^ances and, we are rather led to believe, per¬ 
suades in the end to come and live with Monica and 
himself. 

There was something slightly uncanny about her, her quick, rabbit¬ 
like alertness and her quick, open defiance, like some unyielding animal. 
She was more like a hare than a rabbit : like a she-hare that will fight 
all the cats that are after her young. And she had a great capacity for 
remaining silent and remote, like a quaint rabbit unmoving in a corner, 

“ The Boy in the Bush,” up to the moment when 
Jack kills his rival, struck me as better than anything 
of yours I had read. After that it seemed to lose 
itself in a maze of analysis. And about it, as about 
mo^ of your other books, there was discernible, 
through the flowers and the eau-de-cologne, an un- 
Dleasant ^ench, as in the Kangaroo’s room after he 

lad been shot through the marsupial pouch, to use 
his own expression. 

If I had not read, afterwards, ” Sons and Lovers,” 
it is possible might have left you on this note, ^lill 
rather wondering how you could have aroused the 
enthusiasm among some eminent critics that at fir^f 
surprised and rather irritated me. But “Sons and 
Lovers is a fine book, I think it is the fine^ novel 
1 have read for the la^ ten years It has charader 
in It, and largeness of conception, and passages of 
real beauty. And, for once in a way, there is not 
much in it that I would have omitted. But I confess 
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I wonder how, after writing the ^ory of the two 
Morels and their family, you could have produced 
some of the ^ufF that you have published since. So 
far, it seems to me, Sons and Lovers ** remains 
incomparably your be^ work. If you can do any 
more nearly as good as that, the sooner you bring 
them out the better for your reputation. 


NO, XVI 

^dr, yohn 3\dasejield 
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yohn ^M^asejield 

I DO not know much about your hi^ory, for you 
are one of the reticent few who conceal from 
the curious inquirer even such trifles as the date 
and place of birth. But I have read at different times 
a good deal of your poetry, and not a little of your 
prose, and I have seldom seen anything of yours that 
was not worth reading. Which, in these days of 
free verse ” and other Grange ebullitions of the 
poetic spirit, is to say a good deal. 

I will assume that you are in early middle age, like 
moft of us, without laying too much emphasis upon 
the early part of it. It is pretty clear that you have 
been to sea in the merchant service, probably as an 
apprentice in a sailing ship, and I should judge that 
you have knocked about the world a good deal in 
various capacities since. That, however, is not my 
chief concern. Experience of out-of-the-way places 
is an excellent thing for the writer. And I notice 
that you call yourself a writer—not a poet, nor 

a noveli^l, nor even a play-wright, but ju^l a 
writer. 

Yet you are a poet, indubitably. A poet of the 
i^w order, perhaps, owing little enough to tradition. 
You have always been more concerned with matter 
than with manner, with what you had to say rather 
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than the phrasing of it. And your early life made 
you, naturally enough, a thought impatient with those 
who had never known what it meant to be really “ up 
again^ it.** My literary friends who have served 
before the ma^ sometimes try manfully to conceal 
their juil contempt for us who have done nothing of 
the kind, but they find it very difficult. What can 
we really know about anything unless we have suffered 
as they have suffered i You are perhaps too apt to 
lay all the ^rcss upon mere physical torture. You 
are all for the ranker, the common sailor-man up aloft 
in a Cape Horner rather than the skipper down below 
on the quarter-deck. You are jealous of authority. 
In the Consecration ** prefixed to your book of col- 
le<fl;ed verse you put down your preferences clearly : 

Not of the princes and prelates with periwigged charioteers 
Riding triumphantly laurelled to lap the fat of the years 

do you choose to sing, but rather 

The men of the tattered battalion which fights till it dies, 

Dazed with the duit of the battle, the din and the cries, 

The men with the broken heads and the blood running into 
their eyes. 

And again, in a single verse, 

* 

Not the bemedalled Commander, beloved of the throne, 

Riding cock-horse to parade when the bugles are blown 
But the lads who carried the koppie and cannot be known. 

One may deduce from this that you are no out- 
and-out admirer of the gilded and decorated ^taff, 
and, further, that you intend to speak out plainly what 
you mean regardless of the conventions that used to 
insist on what was sometimes called “ poetical ’* Ian- 
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guage. The poets of our youth would never have 
written that line 

. . . the broken heads and the blood running into their eyes. 

They would have dressed it up somehow so that we 
should not meet it in all its nakedness. Nor would 
their commander have ridden “ cock-horse to 
parade, nor would they have spoken of a “ koppie.” 
“ Kopje ” perhaps—if they were writing soon after 
the Boer War. But Masefield’s muse has nothing 
of the dressmaker about her. If we pronounce 

the thing like that we’ll spell it like that, without 
pretence. 

It may be admitted that, in your earlier poems, you 
carried realism rather far in places. Your “ Salt- 
Water Ballads,” I imagine, were more or less inspired 
by Kipling s barrack-room verses, but they were even 
f in the violence of their language. 

.k T/'l, Achray ” we come across 

three bloodys and two “ blushings ” (which pre¬ 
sumably amount to the same thing, a trifle more 
delicately expressed) in ten Stanzas. I do not think 
this record is surpassed elsewhere. But this does not 

fndleS.' g°od 

have served it. There’are pas^ges" scattered" We 

Take “ SerFev!r^”T 

1 muft down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the skv 

And stvsf “ 

shaking, ' * “"8 “d 'lin white sail’s 

And a grey mift on the sea’s face and a grey dawn breaking. 
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Or this again from “ The Buccaneer ; 

There’s a sea-way somewhere where all day long 
Is the hushed susurrus of the sea. 

The mewing of the skuas and the sailor’s song 
And the wind’s cry calling me. 

In this firft volume of yours there is a good deal 
that is clearly derivative. “ Vagabond ” recalls For 
to Admire ” in Kipling’s “ Seven Seas.” But before 
long you ^ruck out a line of your own, something 
that was old enough to be almo^ new again. The 
long narrative poem had not received much attention 
of recent years, since the death of John Davidson. 
Modern readers of verse did not seem to possess the 
healthy appetite of their forefathers, and it had almo^ 
become a canon of the amateur critic that a long poem 
was a contradiction in terms. It was left to you to 
revive this form of verse, and to set upon it your own 
seal. Nobody had ever done it in precisely this 
manner before. Here and there we may think we 
perceive an echo—a touch of Crabbe, perhaps, or 
something of the cantering measure of Adam Lindsay 
Gordon, or even (curiously and not too often) a hint 
of Matthew Arnold—but the general impression is 
of an original force employing a method of his 
own, 

I think I have read all these narrative poems or 
yours. ” The Everlasting Mercy ” was the firSt. It 
is a tribute to the solid qualities of our race^ that, at 
all events in some quarters, iis good qualities were 
recognized. Because you were never of those who 
aim at making a good show at the ^art. You do 
not go in for ” window-dressing.” It has generally 
been your amiable praCfice to make the reader wade 
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through several pages of mere doggerel before you 
begin to scatter a pearl or two as reward. This, for 
instance, is typical of the fir^ few pages of the ^tory 
of Saul Kane. 


From ’41 to ’51 
I was my folk’s contrary son ; 

I bit my father’s hand right through 
And broke my mother’s heart in two. 

I sometimes go without my dinner 
Now that I know the times I’ve gi’n her, 

I have sometimes wondered whether this sort of 
exordium may not have a considerably higher value 
than appears on the surface. The writer’s method, 
in short, is that of the purple patch. He juil goes 
on, pouring out the mo^f care-free verse imaginable, 
inventing a name when he has not got a rhyme to 
hand, not worrying in the leaft about an occasional 
plunge into muddy depths from which the cu^omary 
poet would shy like a frightened horse, until at la^ 
he comes to something that fires his imagination. 
Then, suddenly, the reader gets an inspired passage, 
shining all the more brightly by contra^ with what 
has gone before* ^\^hen the fight conies on, and 
Saul looks round the ring and sees the " five and forty 

human faces ” that have come to see him knocked 
out he reels a spite at them all ; 


Faces of men who’d never been 
Merry or true or live or clean j 
Who’d never felt the boxer’s trim 
Of brain divinely knit to limb, 

Nor felt the whole live body go 
One tingling health from top to toe. 

There, on the fourth page, comes the fir^ hint of a 
triumphant phrase. 
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It may be admitted that in “ The Everlasting 
Mercy ” there is a great deal of irrelevant Stuff that 
we could very easily do without, and too many couplets 
of this sort : 


or 


There’s that Saul Kane, the drunken blaggard. 
Talking to little Jimmy Jaggard . . . 

His mother’s gone inside to bargain, 

Run in and tell her, Polly Margin ! 


and not so many inspired lines as we should Hke to 
find. 

Then came “ The Widow in the Bye Street ” and 
“ Dauber.” This Story of the ship’s painter who was 
also the ship’s butt, the scorn of all because he had a 
sense of beauty and tried to set it down on canvas in 
his spare hours, until he found his manhood working 
aloft with the reSt in a gale off the Horn, was the firSt 
that I remember seeing seriously criticized in the 
Press. There is more poetry in it than in any of the 
—the poetry of the sea, peaceful in the tropics 

and lashed to fury down by the Horn. 

“ The Daffodil Fields ” is a tragedy, a bloody 
tragedy indeed. ” Rosas ” is hardly less Gained with 
murder. But then we come to that excellent piece 
of cantering verse, “ Reynard the Fox,” which I beg 
leave to consider, up to the present, your chejL&'uvre 
in narrative verse. 

This ” Reynard the Fox ” is a glorious piece, in 
its way. Amazingly full, like a turbulent stream in 
flood time, carrying with it all sorts of incongruous 
material gathered in its headlong rush. You seem to 
have put down in it all that you know of fox-hunting, 
all that you have seen and heard and guessed. I 
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know of no description anywhere in verse which makes 
the reader see and feel the scene so clearly. And 
the opening page, this time, strikes the right note. 
That preliminary picture of the activity at “The 
Cock and Pye, By Charles and Martha Enderby,“ 
before the meet, mu^t appeal to every one who has 
ever lived in a hunting country. 


A pad-groom gave a cloth a beating, 
Knocking the duft out with a ftake. 

Two men cleaned stalls with fork and rake, 
And one went whittling to the pump, 

The handle whined, ker-lump, ker-lump, 

The water splashed into the pail. 

And, as he went, it left a trail, 

Lipped over on the yard^s bricked paving . . . 


Cannot we hear and see the whole aaion ? It may 
not be a great thing to describe the filling of a bucket 
at a pump, but it is something to do so in a way that 
sets us all aglow with the sensation of being there in 
the yard ourselves, waiting for the hounds. What 
other hand would have made the pump-handle whine 

Ti ^ Tjie whole description is wonder- 

rul but I mu£t admit that you seem quite unable to 
leave anything out. There are whole pages of these 
scattered notes of sights and sounds in the ^able 
yard, mingled With little patches of conversation among 
pooms and oilers. Then a whole series of vignettes, 
hazily dashed down, of the various followers of the 

tCLh® they assemble. Done almoft roughly, as 
though you disdained taking the leail trouble over 

yet with a flash now and then of 

Z-k 11,'' ^ Jewel in the 

aDoearaLi’^''f sometimes how far this 

appearance of roughness is deliberately assumed 
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There are the abrupte^ turns and transitions here and 
there, the mo^ Warding parentheses : 

Next came the Colways’ pony-cart 
From Coin St. Evelyn’s with the party. 

Hugh Colway, jovial, bold and hearty, 

And Polly Colway’s brother, John 
(Their horses had been both sent on). 

And Polly Colway drove them there. 

Poor pretty Polly Colway’s hair ! 

The grey mare killed her at the brook 
Down seven springs mead at Water Hook 
Just one month later, poor sweet woman. 

Her brother was a rat-faced Roman . . . 

And SO forth. Did man ever see a series of irrele¬ 
vances lugged in by the heels in such fashion before ? 
And yet, in some curious way, it has its value. Cer¬ 
tainly there has never been a pi<Ture like this done in 
verse before, so life-like a group colledling one by 
one, typical of the English country-side. You can 
almost hear the horses’ hooves squelching in the mud 
and smell the odour of dead leaves. 

Huntsman and hounds come on. Has the entry 
of the pack ever been bettered, or equalled, in verse 
or prose } 

. . . Round the corner came the Hunt, 

Those feathery things, the hounds, in front 
Intent, wise, dipping, trotting, straying, 

Smiling at people, shoving, playing, 

Nosing to children’s faces, waving 
Their feathery sterns, and all behaving. 

One eye to Danscy on Maroon. 

« • » » # 

But Dansey on Maroon was death. 

So, though their noses roved, their feet 
Larked and trit-trotted to the meet. 

I do not know whether to admire this mo^, or the 
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subtle change of ^ride, so to speak, with which you 
approach the Second Part. I have already quoted 
too much, but I mu^ give this pifture of the fox in 
the early morning, sleeping on his grassy shelf in the 
gorse before he is aroused. 

Deep in his dreams he heard the life 
Of the woodland seek for food or wife, 

The hop of a ^loat, a buck that thumped, 

The squeal of a rat as a weasel jumped. 

The blackbird’s chackering scattering crying, 

The milling bents from the rabbits flying. 

Cows in a byre, and diilant men, 

And Condicote church-clock ilriking ten. 

I know no one else who could have written “ Rey¬ 
nard the Fox.*' Whereas a good many might have 
got quite near Right Royal.” This was an attempt 
to do for the race-course Tor rather the steeple-chase) 
what you had already done for the hunt. I cannot 
regard it as a success. It has its moments, but the 
bulk of it is very pedestrian ^ufF. Xhe opening part 
IS m sober decasyllabics—a metre that I cannot think 
suited to your genius. There is a patch of dialogue 
between the two lovers before the race which has 
always seemed to me quite unnecessarily tame ; 

She. O grant they may, but think what’s racing you, 

Think for a momcrit wh3.t his chances are 
Against Sir Lopez, Soyland, Kubbadar, 

He. You said you thought Sir Lopez pa^ his beil. 

I do, myself. 

She. But there are all the reil. 

Peterkinooks, Red Ember, Counter-Vair, 

And then Grey Glory and the Irish mare. 

He. She s scratched. The reil are giving me a ^lone. 

Unless the field hides something quite unknown 
I ^nd a chance. The going favours me. 

1 he ploughland will be bogland certainly 


* • • 
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and so forth. The fad^: is, there is too much of this 
“ sparring for time ” about your verse ; you are apt 
to put in anything that comes along in the hope that 
soon something may ^Irike a spark and set your 
imagination ablaze. There are one or two good pas¬ 
sages towards the end of “ Right Royal,” but it is 
little better than a hofl of other descriptions of races 
by far inferior arti^s. 

I have spent all this space over your verse and 
the prose will have to put up with a cursory valuation, 
I do not care greatly for your ” Gallipoli,” which so 
many critics praised so warmly. It seemed to me 
you were less concerned there with what you had to 
say than with the manner of your saying it—which 
is unusual for you, I liked ” Multitude and Solitude ” 
when I read it firdl, many years ago : ” Sard Harker ” 
has a good deal about it that is very fine. I have 
heard good judges say that some of the short things 
in ” A Mainsail Haul ” are as good as anything you 
ever wrote. And then, again, there are the plays. 

Probably you will never be a popular playwright. 
You have this unfortunate trend towards the tragic 
that has ruined so many of our mo^t promising writers. 
We have “ The Tragedy of Nan,” which is a ru^ic 
tragedy, and ” The Tragedy of Pompey the Great,” 
which is historic, and I am told they are both very 
fine. Then there are also ” Philip the King,” which 
I have read but not seen, and ” Good Friday,” which 
I do not think has yet been produced ; neither of 
these can be called exaflly cheerful. Still, I imagine 
that on the whole you have not done badly out of 
your various a<flivities. 

You have, at any rate, the satisfaflion of knowing 
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that you are one of the few who “ really count," as 
we say, in the republic of letters. And although your 
prosody is not impeccable, by our old ^andards, you 
have written a few sonnets that may live—if indeed 
sonnets continue to be read at all. 
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^r. Horace ^nnesley Vac hell 
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Horace tAnnesky Uachell 

I HAVE been following your career so long, my 
dear Vachell, that I begin to feel an almo^ 
proprietary intere^ in you and your often excellent 
work. Strange, this feeling ! I seem to have known 
you ever since those far-off days when you came back 
to your native country after ranching in California 
and dived headlong into the waters of fame with 
Brothers, It was a fine splash you made then 
and deservedly : to my mind that book remains in 
^me ways the beft novel you have ever written. 
{flowed “ The Hill,’’ and “ Her Son,” and 
Ihe Waters of Jordan,” and many another. As 
the journalist says, you have never looked back since, 
in faa, you have pressed Readily forward, adding a 
theatrical paddock to the pleasant literary demesne 
you had conquered and occupied. There is a fund 
of perseverance in you that is bad to beat : if you 
make up your mind to succeed in any known branch 
human aftivity I have no intention of laying any odds 

tfel , T = Probability is that yL lil/arrive 
In eLX' '? e''0"''’g clothes, prepared to make 

chairman of ^ ^0®’* which the 

Doll is about to pro- 

soelkinn ro""*^ Crichton as you are, after-di^er 
speaking comes also within your prehensile grasp. 
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I take it you can do mo^l things that the English¬ 
man of your age and Elation does—probably better 
than mo^t. I pidlure you as pretty useful with a gun, 
a good rider to hounds, somewhere near scratch as 
a golfer, and ^ill taking a friendly interest in more 
^Irenuous ball games. And I would make bold to 
wager a respedlable sum that your appointments 
would be of the be^t in everything you took up. The 
second be^ would never be good enough for you if 
by any means the be^ could be procured. You 
like to “ do yourself well ’’ all round. And why 
not ? Mo^ of us think with you on that point in 
our hearts, but for some reason or another we keep 
it dark. Either we are forced to be economical, or 
we wish to pose as anchorites. 

Sanity is the outstanding charafleriStic of your per¬ 
formance in literature. I know no one who has 
contrived to preserve so high a general level of sanity, 
and yet escape dullness. This, when you consider it, 
is a great compliment ; and without doubt it is the 
secret of your popularity. A large class of readers 
exist who can appreciate humour, a touch of pathos 
here and there (not too much of this), a well-conStrufted 
and well-told ^ory, and pleasant people. They like, 
in short, to be introduced into a nice social circle, 
something like their own (or possibly a shade higher), 
and to feel confident that nothing terrible is likely 
to happen. You are not one of these revolutionary 
writers who aim at making every one so uncomfort¬ 
able that the reader either throws his book violently 
into the corner of the room or takes to serious think¬ 
ing, Yet you are not merely flippant and amusing. 
These Stories of yours are drawing-room comedies 
with a purpose. They are designed to infe6l the moSt 
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conservative of country gentlemen with the bacillus 
of thought. He reads on, unsuspecting, deceived 
by the air of good comradeship, the manifest apprecia¬ 
tion of the good things of life, the little touches that 
show the sportsman, the connoisseur of wine, the 
Old Harrovian. Xhis fellow,** he says, knows 
what he s about. Not one of those infernal Socialists. 
I can truft him. And does truSt him accordingly ; 
so that when he chances to find remarks that might 
be taken as bearing rather hardly on his own class he 
IS far rnore likely to pay heed to the warning than if 
he the words in a Story by John Galsworthy 

Ihere never was a more charming inStruCtor of 
the maiden aunt, I can see her now, purring gently 
over Blinds Down ” or some similar work of yours^ 
her heart beating fearfully now and again as she 
wonders whether you are not becoming—juSt a little 
risky. Of course she knows, like her brother the 
Squire, that you are thoroughly to be truSted ; but 
1 j >ou see, there is that baby to be explained, and 
he clergyman seems hardly the sort of man we should 
like in our parish, and she certainly never heard 

gir . Still, Mr. Vachell is eminently safe and who 
should know all these things if not he ? Shfreads 
on and on, and the little touch of sentiment at the 

he blue eyes and 

L leC i to H "waning 

Harie U^en back from 

Morning Po^ before anyonVeke, down 
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her library li^l that same day. I suspedl: you have 
the suffrages of many a quiet country household, many 
a discreet old-fashioned home under the shadow of 
some famous cathedral, and probably every rector’s 
wife in the kingdom. It is an enviable fate. 

It is the more enviable because you do them good 
all the time. You educate them by health. Unsus- 
peftingly they suck wisdom from your works. The 
fa6l is, you ^tand precisely at the convenient level for 
them. You are not, and never were, one of these 
pe^ilent enthusia^s who cannot preach without getting 
violent and making every one so uncomfortable. You 
are broad-minded, but not too much so : you ^and 
perhaps twenty or thirty feet higher up the slope, 
and your voice carries quite well over the intervening 
di^ance. It might be worth while climbing up that 
far, whereas it would clearly be ridiculous to attempt 
reaching the summit of that peak, whereon we can 
dimly descry a ridiculous figure making unintelligible 
signs. You tell us the view is really better from 
w^here you ^tand, and we can believe you : that fellow 
is probably too high to see anything at all. 

It is clear that you are the Heaven-sent interpreter 
of modern views to that va^l mass of inert ob^Irudtion, 
the Tory of the old school. In the New Forest, 
where I am informed you reside, there mu^ be plenty 
of material for you \ the flock are there, dyed deep 
in the wool ; ready to listen to the shepherd, however, 
if he also can claim to be a Forever. That half foij 
gotten corner of Hants is a fine preserve of the Old 
School : in it you have discreetly laid the scene of 
moft of your works, peopling it with Mottisfonts and 
Jallands and Pundles, not to mention that charming 
family, the Verneys of Verney Boscobel, or that e^im- 
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able baronet, Sir Geoffrey Pomfret of Nether Apple- 
white. I have wondered sometimes whether the Fore^l 
manifests any apprehension at the announcement of 
another novel from your prolific typewriter. No ! I 
fancy not. You can be tru^ed to satirize none but 
the right people—those who ask for it with no uncer- 
tain voice. And they are also (by a beneficent provision 
o ature) exadlly those who would never recognize 
their own portraits limned with a touch of caricature. 

1 can always read your novels with pleasure, though 
1 am quite prepared to admit that occasionally the 
marks of your carpentry show a little too clearly. It 
IS an excellent thing to be an expert at contrivance 
so long as we do not suffer our mechanical ingenuity 

It has been sometimes a matter of r\^cr^ f ’ 

whether the book precSd 

«itM’.*i*'ho'’llgh’ i! on™ vi n" 

popular a playwrigh " ' ^ 
judgment of wh« tb^e „ kr a.novelift. Your 

on the boards^than u" 



176 Lectures to Living (^Authors 

dramatic. You pi6lure in your own mind an ideal 
ca^t, Peering tactfully round the rather doubtful 
points, and never thoughtlessly over-pepping that 
razor-edge that separates the sublime from the ridicu¬ 
lous. If, as sometimes happens, you see them doing 
these things at rehearsal, I take it you assume that a 
few well-chosen words of remonPrance will be sufficient 
to prevent such a contretemps occurring again. You 
were ever of a sanguine temperament. 

“ Quinney’s,” I suppose, is your bep play, so far, 
as it is also one of your bep books. And in it you 
were better served than usual by your cap. But I 
confess I think the critics are generally far too severe 
about your dramatic work*. They said a lot of hard 
things about your lap—“ Blinkers it was called—— 
quePioning among other things the words you had 
put into the mouth of your old Colonel. Now I am 
prepared to bet a considerable sum that you were 
perfePly right on that particular point, and that the 
dramatic critics were quite wrong. I would back your 
knowledge of the mentality of a retired colonel, hying 
in Nether Applewhite or its neighbourhood, againP 
that of any dramatic critic who ever lived. 

“ Blinkers w^as a failure. I am sorry to see that 
you should have a failure, but perhaps these things 
are sent for a purpose, as my aunt used to say. An 
occasional set-back is probably good for you, spurring 
you on to greater efforts in the future. For you dislike 
being beaten. There is a glorious air, as of a Con¬ 
queror by Divine Right, about your daily dealings 
with the world. I expeP to see you emerge successful 
in the end from your Pruggles with the hydra ot the 
Page. Have you not fought with publishers m Albe¬ 
marle Street and with editors all over the world, finally 
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bending them to your will ? You are bound to win 
m the end if only for the excellent reason that you 
tackle each new piece of work as though it were the 
one thing in the world that really wanted doing, I 
on t believe you have ever done a play, a ^tory, or a 
sketch, without honeftly believing at the time that 

A ^ver turned out. 

And though subsequent refledion and the ilriftures 

of well-meaning friends may half convince you after- 
Xu from hokf '".‘^fken that does no’t prevent 

only good qudities but T roZ I 

SXtXK';o"u'fr’t°e"„:; t”^"" ^oX^refem 

those books who was noi-^f°^^ could have written 
had 

not enjoyed 1 ife ^aII^tl of a sunny disposition, who 

make others^enjoy it eooX^ a"^ 

a httle cheerful sanity il our'noXls tXday." 
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^Mr, Qharles J^arriott 


P erhaps wc may congratulate ourselves—we 
who take a serious intere^ in English lit- 
erature—that the name of Charles Marriott 
remains, after many years of steady arti^^ic endeavour 
practically unknown to the crowd. Here and there, 
I suppose, one may stumble upon a little circle of 
your admirers, for even the lea^l popular of us have 
generally our circle somewhere—if we could only 
nnd It. I discovered one of yours some years ago in 
a small and out-of-the-way seaside resort on the South 
Coast. The elderly lady who ran the local library, 

1- twopence a time, if I remember 

f complete set of your works, as they 
^ date. I was the more struck by the 

sight ot that row of volumes because the bulk of her 
shelves were given over to fidion of the most ordinary 


in discovering why she had 

Jr curious ri 

from her the fact that she liked reading you. But 

writer" c=>hed a popular 

rn^vUitor^ r « inhabitants 
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haps,” was her discerning judgment. Possibly I 
raised myself some way in her e^eem by taking out 
the whole li^ of your novels, in quick succession, 
thereby laying the foundation for that accurate know¬ 
ledge of your earlier work that I shall disguise so 
successfully in these pages. From internal evidence 
I place that visit of mine to the seaside somewhere 
about 1908. I think “The Kiss of Helen " was the 
late^ of yours that my friend the librarian had in stock. 

But how fortunate, in a way, this faff that you have 
hitherto evaded popularity ! You skirted it, I sup¬ 
pose. “The Column ” was your fir^book—or at all 
events the first of which I have cognizance—and “ The 
Column,” I imagine, sold better than anything you have 
written since. Some men would have ” arrived on 
the ^rength of that book, and gone on, encouraged 
by their agents and publishers, reproducing them¬ 
selves ever since. By some good fortune you escaped, 
with nothing worse than a slight scratch. Perhaps it 
did not really sell much more than three or four 
thousand, after all. But a fir^t novel that does as 

well as that has often been fatal. 

In any case, there has been no real danger since. 
You have gone on Readily, writing your novels pretty 
regularly when you could spare the time from your 
other avocations. For you are also one of that strange 
band, the Art Critics, whose function it is to go round 
the innumerable galleries where painters, young or 
old, show their works. Yours it is, with the re^ of 
your tribe, to “ knock off ” one or two of thtse pidlure- 
dealing propositions every few days, devoting to each 
its quota of praise or blame, I imagine you are apt 
to err on the side of generosity. There is not much 
acid in your disposition. 
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I sometimes wonder what would have happened 
had you been able to devote yourself to novel-writing 
with a single mind. When I fir^ knew you, some¬ 
where about the beginning of the century, you were 
turning out your Glories annually with the precision 
and finish of a well-oiled machine. Then there came 
a period of greater activity, when you got into the way 
of producing two, or even three, in a single year. 
Consequently, though press of work in other direc¬ 
tions has checked your output during the ka few 
years, you have already quite a respeftable li^l of titles 
to your credit. There is enough for a solid reputation. 
And yet, now and again even some of those who should 
know better look puzzled when your name is men¬ 
tioned among present-day Masters of Fidion. “ Oh 
yes, the Art Critic,” they will say, or “ Ah, you mean 
the man who writes about Architedure, I suppose.” 

erhaps, if you had really been able to pradise con¬ 
tinually on a single indrument you might by now be 

^cognized as the legitimate successor to the late 
Henry James. 


books, like his, have to be read carefully— 

crhfcs 'f f^ j “““"g ‘be professional 

critics have ever done you juftice. Often too voii 

Dewoond ” “ difficult flance, as when (in The 

so^of L . f ‘he per- 

Out eteftsL th^ book,®with- 

posed narrate? ‘° ‘be sup- 

women ■ tVi *■' you are generally good on 

excellendy donT OdTOontmiTr' 'h *‘’^1 

They are’^drawn, like all Jour cha^aftrs 

-th a glancing treatment Oa„d I suppOs;%h?JS 


184 Lectures to Living <iAuthors 

reader does not care for this subtle method. What 
a number of your delicate hints of characterization 
and shadowy pearls of expression mu^ remain unno¬ 
ticed, buried in your pages, appreciated only by the 
rare collector. Yours are books for the novelist ; 
they make their appeal to brother craftsmen. 

It is true enough that your novels will not live as 
Ctories, They are often juCt the slightest framework 
for the exhibition of a few characters, and for the intro¬ 
duction of sane and sensitive talk on such subjeCts as 
interest you—painting and architecture and music. I 
recolleCt, for instance, reading “ An Order to View ” 
not very long ago—a book which represents you at 
perhaps your slightest, and is therefore all the better 
as a specimen for examination : there is not too much 
tissue to disseCt away before we get down to the 
structure. Here the setting was in Bar^tow and Cleeve, 
apparently meant for Bristol and Clifton. The hero 
is one Wedmore, a rising young architeCt who has 
juCt won the prize in a competition design for a 
Technical Institute, about to be given to the city by 
one Sir John Pumphrey, a rich profiteer. Wedmore 
gets engaged to Sir John’s lately and brilliant daughter 
but going to view a little old manor house in the 
neighbourhood finds there a young woman who is 
obviously declined to be his mate. Fortunately Hilda 
Pumphrey is simultaneously attraCled by her brother, 
a promising young musician, so that all ends as well 
as could be expeCted. But, as a plot for a novel, you 
will agree that there seems to be a certain lack of 
complication. 

These books of yours, in short, are not so much 
novels as neatly conClruCled cabinets for the display 
of your colleClion of curiosities of charaCIer. When 


S\ir, £ harks Harriott 
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I think of you at work I piaure to myself a keen and 
speaacled entomologist, roaming the fields with his 
net, alert to capture a few more specimens of these 
singular and fluttering animals that contrive to be so 
extremely busy about so very little. You do not take 
much interea in the Ordinary Person : the charaaers 
^u prefer to draw mu^ be Grange, complex, elusive. 

I ^ill Grave Impertinence,'* which 

1 ^till preserve on my overcrowded shelves and look 

tonic. When I reviewed that book I remember 
piiSuring your mild triumph as you got vX S 
ft ly over Hugh Sadler, or George pLkevd, or Genera 

managed to transfer the capture safelv 

there is a screw loose k gentlemen : 

not badly loose but ii ^ them somewhere— 

efting studies to thi 'natwalil 

you exhibit them thnun-h ' cleverly 

method is too elCIiveWh 

title you chose waHlus vl “u"’ ^^n thf 

that the ordinary reader Wn^m pretend 

Cowley well enough to recolleft Tw ^h^^" 

doubt thought it a liappy^tkle''fOT a "h' 

Perhaps you are now beLmi . -n ^“s^ess novel. 

your attitude towards popularit^ "it in 

to write to please yourLlf ''^ty well 

harmless concessions ’ "take a few 

s,: '■“'■'r “t" • i. .he 
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mony from the ^art, but, after a prodigious amount 
of tacking, contrive to sheer off at the finish again 
towards the open sea. The fail is, you are disdainful 
of the ordinary sentimental ilory ; you are far more 
interested in these curious charailers that you invent 
or discover. You delight in some obscure point of 
conscience : you place the intelleilual value of your 
novels above the emotional. Which explains in part 
why you have never attained those pleasant slopes in 
the sun where graze the glorious company of the Be^ 
Sellers. Your books are for those who prefer to use 
their brains. 


NO. XIX 


1 1 It am John I^ocke 
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J^r. IVilliam John Loc^e 

I N the dark ages, when for my sins I was condemned 
to sojourn in the barbaric North—it was about 
the time that the once-famous Kailyard School 
were beginning to make something of a ^ir in the 
literary world—I used occasionally to hear the name 
I have set at the top of this paper as that of a clever 
young fellow, a ma^er at Glenalmond, who intended 
to take up writing as a profession, I need not say 
how this intere^ed me. I too was a mailer in a Scot¬ 
tish school : I also meant to write, was even then 
cginning in a tentative sort of manner^ sending^ round 
quite unsaleable ftuff to various editors and publishers, 
cut this Glenalmond fellow was reported to be writing 
a novel, and I had not got to that length yet. A novel 
seemed to me a great undertaking, a setting forth on 
an adventurous voyage over a wild and uncharted sea. 
One might be log there, never coming again to shore, 
basy to begin a ^ory, but in those days I could never 
see my way more than a chapter or two ahead. 

'g^ich of my many colleagues was a 
nend of yours but you must have impressed him 
with a sense of your superior ability. Anyway I 
remembered your name. And soon after I left to come 
up to London and attack editors and publishers from 
closer quarters that firft novel of /ours appeared! 
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Somehow it happened that I got your next for review 
—at lea^ I think it was your next—“ The Demagogue 
and Lady Phayre ” it was called. I am pleased to 
think that I spoke quite warmly of its considerable 
oromise. I was new to the game then : besides, I 
lave always been of a kindly disposition. Also, I 
could not help feeling that I had a sort of propriet¬ 
ary intere^ in you. You were the only novelist in 
those far-off days, or nearly the only noveliil, with 
whom I could claim an acquaintance even at second¬ 
hand. 

Since then I have watched your steady ascent of 
the ladder of fame with interest and occasional applause. 
Your books not infrequently come before me for 
judgment, and I am always glad when they do. The 
reader can have some confidence in a Locke. He will 
not, he may be pretty sure, be badly let down, though 
I admit that I have one of your books on my shelves 
that I have never been able to get through. (I ha^en 
to add that it is one of your earlier works.) I reviewed 
“ Dereli^ls ” for some literary paper, now no doubt 
deceased, and “ The White Dove ” (which is not one 
of your be^l^, and “ The Morals of Marcus Ordeyne,” 
which definitely placed you somewhere up on the 
higher planes. Strange, how there is always one 
particular book, which may be neither better nor 
worse than its predecessors, but brings to the fortu¬ 
nate writer fame and money, or at lea^f a competence. 
The critics, who have been waiting so long, measuring 
and comparing, suddenly close their ^op-watches with 
a snap, note down the time and go to write their articles 
on the arrival of a new ^ar in the literary firmament. 

“ The Morals of Marcus Ordeyne —it was drama¬ 
tized afterwards and its name mercifully shortened 
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was the book on which you “ arrived.” In those 
days the word was ju^l coming into fashion. 

It IS not a little curious that Marcus Ordeyne should 
also have been a mathematical mailer at a school, and 
that he should have expressed in no uncertain manner 
a wholesome di^aste for the job. I do not suppose 
that you could really have much enjoyed your period 
of probation up among the hills of Perth, The kindly 
gods sent you a pleasanter job as Secretary to the 
Royal Institute of British Archite^s, which you held 
for a matter of ten years. What an excellent poil to 
tail into the lap of a young novelist who was ju^f 
beginning to feel his way ! ^ 

In 1906 came “ The Beloved Vagabond.” 

1 he few critics who had not already signalled your 
arrival made hafle to repair their omission. Sir 

Marcus Ordeyne (for this remarkable schoolmaifer 
of yours succeeded to a baronetcy-perhaps the firft 

fiP™f'=«ion to rise to so giddy a social height in 
fiftion^ began the good work of making you a popular 
favourite : Paragot continued it ; and, to tdl the 

h'^nH’ amiable but irresponsible vaga- 

Be^ Lner to make you a 

publisher buri*'"""- ^ r tifVour 

puDJisiier, but I suppose by now your books mu^ 

^ aving a good enough sale. Without being a Hutchin 

a^e t^keS un^- ‘kp -In- 

P ^ establishment on the Riviera 
hard ILL iTt'^ Vagabond idea has been worked very 

some envies ^ heard 

unable to produce a 1 °'^^l ^een almoft 

o produce a novel without including a specimen 
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of this favourite type. I don't suppose you do it from 
malice prepense. I mean to say, I have too high an 
opinion of you to suppose that you are one of those 
authors who deliberately choose the easy path to 
success ; who, because they have hit the popular 
fancy with one sort of book, allow themselves to be 
persuaded by publisher or agent to repeat themselves 
until they disgu^f their mo^t ardent supporters. I 
think you have a real humanity, a real sympathy with 
joyous rogues, a real love for the quixotic crank. But 
when I think of the lail ten novels of yours that I 
have read I confess I find in them a certain sameness. 
I think you would be wise to break away from tradition 
before it is too late. For surely your popularity is 
sufficient to carry the greater part of your admirers 
anywhere you may elect to lead them. 

This popularity of yours is really rather remarkable, 
and I have often been tempted to wonder how you ob¬ 
tained it. When I meet (as I so often do meet) friends 
from the country who take an intere^ in literary affairs, 
it is almost always of you that they ask, and I can 
tell by the intonation of their voice when your name 
is mentioned what sort of a reverence you have inspired 
in them. “ So you really know Locke } " they say. 
“ W. J. Locke ? Ah ! ” And the sigh that follows 
tells me that somehow or other you have got down to 
the great heart of the public as few of our generation 
have. It is gratifying, if a little astonishing, to dis¬ 
cover how real is the affedlion you inspire in some of 
these rustic breasts. There mu^t be a reason for it— 
a reason that a respe<5table critic should be able to 
trace to its source. I mean, of course, apart from 
your facile invention of characters like Septimus and 
Ephraim Quixtus, Paragot and Ariftide Pujol. And 


S\dr. William John Locke 

if there is a reason there are many who will want to 

know it. All my co-workers, for a certainty. Nobody 

who has the lea^ conne^ftion with the art and pra^lice 

of writing can afford to negle6l a hint that may be so 
valuable. 

I fancy I can tell the humble seeker after popularity 
what have been the chief reasons, the main secrets 
success. That does not, of course, ensure 
that he will be able to follow in the same path and 
attain the same results. Success depends in the main 
upon the possession of certain qualities which cannot 
easily be acquired. The chief of these is sincerity, I 
have always maintained that in order to become really 
popular a novelia muil believe thoroughly in his own 
work It is never the smaller use for him to write 
wi IS tongue in his cheek—unless, of course he is 
writing satire. Now you are sincere, ju^ as the late 

fh,. made some 

l.tuM have kid on the colour so 

avishly that critics thought the effea ridiculous, but 

here is no doubt she really intended to ksh vice and 
exalt virtue to the beft of her ability. 

the^chieSn^ vo^r®'' *hich is perhaps 

found too S’ in c qualities that are not 

success. Youhave^asiiffl - d'" of popular 

ou have a sufficient knowledge of the world, 

N 
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combined with a real desire for what the Americans 
tersely and expressively call “ uplift.” Knowledge of 
the world—especially of the gay world—is good, but 
not essential to popularity. It can be simulated, and 
frequently has been : writers may really imagine they 
possess it, and their readers may not be sufficiently 
in^trufted to discover how remarkably shallow their 
knowledge is. I have known popular writers whose 
aristocratic figures were frankly ridiculous : their 
dukes and marquesses were juSt capable of deceiving 
a servant girl : their lower ranks of the peerage were 
only a shade less impossible. But as their reading 
public was almoSt entirely composed of servant girls 
this defedt did not really matter : they continued 
blithely to present pictures of the beau monde that satis¬ 
fied their remarkable circle, and sardonic critics snig¬ 
gered in vain, unheard, except that the fortunate author, 
reading his morning bundle of press-cuttings, might 
exclaim on the ungenerous envy of small minds. But 
you, I need hardly say, ^and in a different category 

from those giants of my youth. 

It is something, after all, to have been a school- 
ma^er, even in the wilds of Perth. It means that you 
had a certain education ; and, in effedf, turning up 
my old Cambridge University Calendar, I perceive 
that one Locke, of St. John’s, went through the 
Mathematical Tripos of 1884, non sine gloria. You 
displayed, that is to say, a certain power of adaptation 
that has enabled you, since, to put baronets, peers, and 
even Russian princesses into your books without 
altogether divorcing them from real life. And this 
means that you are enabled to thrill the hearts of a 
class of readers a ^fage or two higher up the social 
scale than the admirers of the late Charles Garvice 
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an excellent ^lory-teller and one of the be^ of good 
fellows, whose knowledge of earls, however, was 
re^lridled to the (imaginary) fa<fl that they wore belts. 

And, finally, which is perhaps the mo^l important 
of all to a writer, you have the reputation of being, au 
Jond^ on the right side. There are some who write 
about the gay world who somehow contrive to leave 
an unpleasant ta^e in the mouth, as though we too, 
the humble readers, had been sitting up at the gaming 
tables the night before, drinking liqueurs and smoking 
more than was quite good for us. But with you we 
are safe. Even those vagabonds of yours, who mu^ 
have been a little dubious at fir^l sight to the mature 
maiden lady, turn out at the end to be every bit as 
lovable as we had heard. Yes, you are of that haopy 
band who can afford to skirt the borderland of wicked- 
ness. A Cook’s guide, as it were, to the demi-monde. 

ouch a pleasant fellow, my dear, and so intelledlual. 
Something about his face that makes you feel how 
superior he is to all that sort of thing. I should call 
It almost a spiritual look. And so cheap, too—only 
seven-and-six a trip I ” ^ 
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Hugh Seymour JHalpole 

S TRANGE, is it not, to think that you are nearly 
twenty years my junior, and that already you 
have arrived at the dignity of a Colleftcd 
Edition of Works, complete with portrait of the 
author on the wrapper and as frontispiece to each indi¬ 
vidual volume ! I am glad of the portrait, though it 
does not tell me very much. Like the late Thomas 
Carlyle, I like to ftudy the lineaments of my hero of 
the moment. In the reproduction before me I per¬ 
ceive a decidedly lofty forehead, a pair of thoughtful 
eyes assi^ed in their task of continual observation by 
a pair of pince-nez glasses, a kindly, sensitive mouth 
that is no doubt capable of taking on a satirical smile. 
There is no moustache to conceal it when you decide 
to do so. On the whole, a pleasant face, as pictured 
by the well-known house of Elliott and Fry. I have 
seen another, by Mr. Hoppe, if I remember right, 
which resembles nothing so much as a dying fish. 
But then hdr. Hoppe is one of those photographers of 

genius who prefer to take it out of their sitters in 
this way. 

I think you, or your publishers, made a sensible 
choice in sticking to the more commonplace presenta¬ 
tion. Like the portrait of the great Robert Mont¬ 
gomery, which also was prefixed to one of his immortal 
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works it appears to be doing its be^ to look like a 
rnan of genius and sensibility, and with greater success 
than the^ subje6t of Macaulay’s vitriolic essay. After 
all, this is what the public expe{ 51 : of a popular author. 
1 confess freely that I shall probably try to look as 
intelleaual as possible myself when my publishers 
tardily decide to ask me for a photograph. ^ 

How long is it now, I wonder, since the great Henry 
^mes designated you as the imminent successor of 
Thackeray } It mu^ have been some time before 
the war, I suppose, for I knew you then only as the 
author of “ Mr. Perrin and Mr. Traill,” and I did not 
<^uite see on what grounds the prophecy was based. 
That rather gloomy ^ludy of the Schoolmaster with 
Nerves had not Slruck me as indicating any immediate 
apotheosis. It was good enough, but nothing much 
out of the common. Still, I believed in Henry James 
—up to a point. I decided that I should certainly 
have to keep a watchful eye on your future progress. 
Two of your earlier works, “ The Wooden Horse ” and 

iSdaradick at Forty. It might be worth while to 
Study these in order to deteft, and isolate, the germ of 
future greatness. 

They tell me you wrote “ The Wooden Horse ” 
while you were Still at Cambridge, Emmanuel being 
your college, but it was not published till 1909, when 
you had attained the reasonable age of twenty-five. 

It is certainly a moSt immature work. If I had been 
shown the book as the work of a young man, Still an 
undergraduate, I do not know that I should have been 
inclined to anticipate too roseate a future for him. It 
would have impressed me, in a way. I should have 
thought the young man had been extraordinarily quick 
at picking up the tricks of his trade, but had missed 
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laying hands on what really mattered. The opening 
of the book, for example, might quite easily have been 
written by the Walpole of to-day. But the charafters 
are, here and there, terribly wooden. Broadly speak- 
mg,_you got the right types together. Old Sir Jeremy 
Trojan, his son Harry, just back from New Zealand 

Garrett and Clare and the wanderer’s son Robin_the 

fir^ view of this family party Simulates the intere^ 
well enough. But as the iiory progresses their actions 
and talk become less and less probable. Some of the 
subsidiary chara< 5 lers are ridiculous throughout. But 

I admit there are several redeeming features. 

There are one or two passages that show the young 
man had alrpdy some idea of writing. And your 
sense of the ridiculous was not too acute. That is the 
ratal thing, m youth—to be afraid of becoming ridi¬ 
culous. You did not mind being a little absurd here 
and there. You would use an old situation or an old 
form of words without worrying too much about 
them. They were conventions of the trade you had 
decided to adopt—useful things to employ until you 
had learned to get on without their assi^ance. 

The Wooden Horse was remarkable—for^a fir^ 

And in your 

II u 1 admit that you had improved out of 

a 1 knowledge. “ Maradick at Forty ’’ was a ve^ 
ditferent affair indeed. ^ ^ 

’910 and, though ftill 
ZT n??t’ deal of promise. A good 

EnL^h derivative and the careful ftudent of 

takf he trn M if to 

^“t the central idea was a good one 

and the charafters are infinitely better drfwn than 
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those of the book. Mo^ of them are very nearly 
very good, but there is a slight uncertainty about 
one or two. You had not yet quite got into your 
^ride. Of all the chara 61 :ers I think Mrs. Maradick 
is the mo^ successful—at all events the mo^ con¬ 
sistent. But Tony is good, as the eternal spirit of 
Youth. Maradick himself has moments when we 
regretfully cease to believe in him. And Morelli— 
that scene in his house when he is told the secret of 
the wedding outrages all probability. It won’t do, 
that scene : it breaks down and leaves us cold when 
it is meant to curdle the blood with horror. All the 
same, I am not saying that you were not perfedlly 
right to attempt it. The young man who tries noth¬ 
ing that is beyond his powers will probably not go 
very far. 

There is a touch of “ Richard Feverel ” about the 
courtship of Tony Gale and Janet Morelli (Maradick 
himself landing by in the role of the Old Dog). And 
in Garrick, commonly known as “ Punch,” there is a 
faint flavour as of one of Mr. Locke’s pleasant vaga¬ 
bonds. As for Morelli, I have met with one or two 
attempts to put that amoral, faun-like gentleman into a 
book. I think Henry James mu^l have helped you 
with him. He is very nearly a real creation. 

As I have said, I did not think very much of the 
scholastic novel that followed. But it is interesting to 
note that you too have passed across that arid desert, 
teaching small boys in a Cornish school, I begin to 
think it may be useful, perhaps even necessary, as 
training for a future noveliSt. But it was “ Forti¬ 
tude,” the next book but one, that really brought you 
to the front. 

I have read “ Fortitude ” more than once, and I 



Hugh Seymour Walpole 



consider it a very fine book to have come from a young 
man of less than thirty. It has a good central theme, 
and it shows signs of real power in places, and it is 
fairly well conSrutfled. Peter We^cott is a good 
figure-head, consi^ently drawn, and Clare is excellent. 
But it is in the gallery of minor charafters that I think 
the book chiefly succeeds. Mo^ of them are good 
enough to remain in our memory for some time—and 
subsidiary characters in novels of the day do not 
generally live long with me. But I ^lill remember 
Zanti, and Stephen Brant, and that quaint assistant 
in the bookshop (though I have forgotten his name 
for the moment), and old Mrs. Brockett who kept the 
boarding house in Bloomsbury, and Norah Monogue. 

I dare say I could remember more of them if I tried 
as Cards and the Galleon family. A decidedly good 


So far, you clung firmly to Cornwall. And then 
came the war, and tore you (as it tore mo^t of us) from 
the safe anchorage that we had begun to imagine was 
ours for the reft of our time on earth. Out you went 
0 Russia to serve in the Red Cross, and as a result 
we have‘‘ The Dark Fore^ ” and “ The Secret City " 
and, no doubt, a very real development in the writer’s 
own spirit. Anyhow, you were shaken out of a groove 
which IS no bad thing for us if it comes at thi r^h; 

Wr^exe” “The Duchess of 

Sea^;; mfo """? ‘i’ fortitude.'- ft shows a 

greater maftery of material and of manner : there are 

is shtlng aTthe f*t persuaded that he 

th^^v^! ^ / I “ ''writable creator, so assured is 

the flyle, so deft the conflruftion. The Duchess her- 
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self, how effective is that opening introduction of her 
portrait in the gallery, with Felix Brun, the sharp, 
inquisitive, bird-like man for chorus, the explorer 
Arkwright, Lady Adela and Rachel Beamin^er all 
fortuitously gathered together there to inspeCt the 
work ! I do not know whether you moved in those 
exalted circles yourself, but you certainly supplied a 
credible atmosphere ; the plebeian reader felt that 
this Beamin^er household had an air. Some dukes, 
and duchesses, mu^ be like that—or mu^ have been 
in the pa£t. For this is a ^ludy of the close of the 
ViClorian era. PraClically it ends on Mafeking night. 
The very mention of Mafeking night now sets one 
almost wondering. 

I think the charaClers in this book more human than 
any you had drawn up to that time. The ducal family 
were quite good, the three men pleasantly differ¬ 
entiated with a few deft Strokes, Lady Adela a little 
Ctiff—but then she was meant to creak a little—Rachel 
and the old Duchess herself excellent. Then there 
are a number of secondary figures who are eminently 
likeable—Dr. Christopher, for example, and Lizzie 
Rand with her mother and siSter, and Roddy Seddon— 
but he marries the leading lady so we can hardly class 
him as a secondary figure. Francis Breton is perhaps 
the leaSl successful of all. But there again you were 
trying something difficult with Francis. He was 
credible for the greater part of the book : in the big 
confession scene in Roddy’s room he seemed to fail. 
At any rate to my eyes he was not so credible as he 
had been. 

I do not think the writing very good. You found 
your sense of charadler, I take it, before you formed 
your ^yle. There is a certain lack of repose, a snap- 
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piness about your paragraphs. But this was the 
modern touch at that time. The new halfpenny 
Press (as it was then) had taught us that the modern 
reading public could not endure anything solid—any¬ 
thing even that looked solid. Sentences had to be 
short, for fear the attention of a bored student should 
wander and fail to return. 

But you contrived to insert some passages of real 
beauty nevertheless, I liked your excursion into the 
society of the Autocrats, as Felix Brun described them. 
It was clear then that you were really worth watching. 

I intend to note your progress with all the scientific 
intere^l at my command. 

What are you going to do next .? By what glorious 

sdar in the literary firmament are you going to set your 

course } Lately it has been the sidus TroiIopiuf?i, the 

Barsetshire conftellation. Perhaps you had noted 

signs of a revival of interest in the bearded Anthony : 

perhaps you felt that in matters ecclesiaaical the son 

ot a bishop (once Examining Chaplain to His Grace 

the Archbishop of "iork) had opportunities that had 

been withheld from a mere official of the Po^ Office, 

At any rate you set to work some little time ago to 

build up a Polche^ter that should be the modern 

equivalent of Trollope’s Barcheiler—a Barche^fer with 

an the mo^ modern improvements. If you could 

not produce an accurate piaure of a modern cathedral 
city, who could } 

The Cathedral ” had merit : “ The Old Ladies ” 
was not to my mind, quite worthy of you. I do not 

DOor olH three 

mic oslie your 

discovered • specimens that you had 

iscovered in your new trawling ground. You were 
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intere^ed in the greedy specimen—a rather unusual 
capture this. You thought you saw a good touch, 
something that would send almo^ a thrill of terror 
through your less strong-minded readers, in the death of 
the poor weak specimen under the bullying domina¬ 
tion of her companion. But it seemed to me that the 
book lacked sincerity. 

You Stand aloof, an observer, mildly interested in 
the figures you arrange on your little Stage. You 
have a certain sense of the drama, and can conSlruSt 
your Stories not unimpressively. But there is some¬ 
thing a little cold and formal about your more recent 
work. The late Samuel Butler would perhaps have 
said that you had attained yv(bai<; at the expense of 
aydnri, (Since critics firSt began to write they have 
pointed out the enormous difficulty of handling this 
intractable pair so as to give each his due share of the 
work.) True that an artiSl muSl maSler his technique 
before he can express himself to the satisfaClion of his 
hearers : equally true that in trying to gain this power 
the artiSl gradually loses the desire to say anything of 
real importance. There comes a time when your 
master of technique succumbs to the temptation of 
merely displaying the ability he has acquired. 


NO. XXI 
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Sdwuvd FvcdcTtc ^e^tsoTi 

T here is something about the life of an Ene- 
hsh beneficed clergyman, I begin to think, 

reat; ‘ ‘he children of the 

rectory imbibe insensibly a certain respea for letters 

church ttth P iiaened dutifully in 

rflaenf"^ t'-" had ie ;^viWe 

with fiornts^ In^rldXn ”tt the'’^. 

deaux’s Conneftion nnr? *-u Scriptures, Pri- 

Hooker, we were tlerabtytt^to finV"' 

I recollea some bound vofumefof t andent nt^”'■'■^• 
—J think It was the Pe»«v ".ancient magazine 

improbable name—in whit T /^‘''^h 

one serial novel. “ Frank FaWetr” 
hem. But enou&h of HpI,,: • ^,^h was among 
Take it as we mav 7 r • ® ‘he diftant paft. ^ 

gallery here are sons^of clem Httle 

209 ^^rtain pride that I 
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regard their work, Xwo of them, actually, are sons 
of bishops : you yourself had for father an Arch¬ 
bishop of Canterbury, not the leaff famous of a famous 
line. Behind your banner (with that of Hugh Wal¬ 
pole fluttering close behind) we others may march 
contentedly at the tail of the long procession. J. D. 
Beresford will be somewhere there, and R. S. Hichens, 
and perhaps Sir Anthony Hope Hawkins—unless I 
find that I am making too much room for my own 
contemporaries. But much as I admire the younger 
generation, I do not see why we should Jet them have 
things all their own way. 

This outbur^ of fiction in clerical circles mu^ be 
something comparatively new. The great novelists 
of the pa^t—Scott and Dickens and Thackeray, Wilkie 
Collins and Charles Reade and George Eliot—had 
no particular connexion with the Church. (It is true 
that Mr. Evans was Elated to have been “ a churchman 
of the old school,” which is something.) Stay, 
though ! there were the Brontes, and, in mid-Vidlorian 
days, the Kingsleys, and Tennyson—not that he was a 
novelist—and James Anthony Froude, who was the 
son of an archdeacon, and did write at lea^ one novel. 
But I cannot remember a time when the ranks of our 
novelists were so closely packed with clerical offspring 
as they are to-day. 

If I were asked to point out the beft workman among 
our novelists now, I should probably give your name. 
This is not, I need hardly say, tantamount to classing 
you at the top of the innumerable pra6litioners who 
crowd our libraries. What I mean is simply that 
you have learned your trade pretty thoroughly since 
you fir^l sprang into public notice with “ Dodo,” in 
1893. And that book also showed that you had a 
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certain aptitude for the game. You were quick to 
recognize that the son of an archbishop had oppor¬ 
tunities that were denied to sons of a mere minor 
canon. A slight shock to the proprieties delivered 

came with a far greater impetus. 
Dodo was emphatically the right book for you to 
tart with if you meant to make an early impression. 
You made it and the remarkable thing is that you 
have managed to survive it. At the present moment 

you are probably the beft conftruftor of tales we 
possess. 

A writer requires more than mere skill in carpentry 

° j ^ novel. That is inconteftably true^ 

and I do not consider it In the leaft likely that you 
will ever write anything like one. But you have 
Steadily gone on producing through a number of 
years a large number of very readable, well-written 
well-conarufted Stories. 1 cannot recall readinfany: 
thing of yours recently that has disappointed me^ 
seriously. But there are some circles with which you 
deal better than others. I used to be a little uneasy 
sometimes in the paSl when you Strayed momentarily 

cuflomary paSture, writing books like 
The Vintage or “ The Luck of the Vails.” We 

orfr /‘h r " authority 

peeress^rMavf°"'^'^ ‘^e 

fne at M conamercial climber itart- 

ng at Netting Hill and intending to finish in some 

niagnificent mansion in Belgravia 

I suppose your career is a ^landing examnle tn th^ 

SL"°”c® ““4.SH<7bV.°kS 

of oL. P a young man with a certain power 
observation, brains of a rather more than averao-p 

W1 tness of comprehension, and the slightly repressive 
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atmosphere of an archbishop’s household for your 
early upbringing, this is what you might be expelled 
to arrive at if you kept Readily at your task. It is 
greatly to your credit that you have always worked 
carefully. Many men in your position would have 
been induced to turn out their fiflion at top speed 
while the fame of “ Dodo ” was ^till the talk of subur¬ 
ban tea-tables and beginning to penetrate as far as 
the country rectory. But you have never overdone 
the thing : in the matter of “ output,” as agents and 
other commercialized hangers-on of literature term it, 
you were content for many years with little more than 
a single annual volume. And the happy consequence 
is that you have la^ed these thirty odd years consider¬ 
ably better than some of your contemporaries. 

What a number of your books I mu^ have read 
since the papers were full of gossip about the heroine 
of that fir^ book of yours, and rumours of “ The 
Souls ” reached me even in the wilds of Scotland ! I 
remember reading ” The Rubicon,” and, of course, 
“ The Babe, B.A.,” some of which had already 
appeared in the Granta^ but after my time. I suppose 
we mu^ have overlapped for a year at Cambridge, 
but I never knew many King’s men, and I fear I was 
at lea^t two years senior to you. (It is a sad faft that I 
find myself senior now to mo^l of these writers whom 
I have made it my business to lecture.) Then I came 
to the conclusion that you were worth reading if there 
was nothing better to do, and I suppose I managed to 
beg or borrow mo^ of your succeeding books until the 
time came when they were sent to me for review. I 
recolledl reading ” Vintage ” and ” Mammon and 
Co.” (one of your beft, I think), and ‘‘ The Chal- 
loners.” But I confess freely that I cannot remember 
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very much about any of these now. It is only by 
referring to several cuttings from old papers that I 
can even recall what I thought of those novels of yours 
which I have reviewed. 

Vaguely I recollea “ The House of Defence 
which dealt with Chri^ian Science, and contained’a 
breezy American professor whom I rather liked. 

^ three quite good specimens in a row 

— The aimber,” “Daisy’s Aunt,” and “The 
Osbornes. At lea^t, I am not quite sure now about 
the middle one of the three. I have a vague impres¬ 
sion that It contained an aunt who flirted violently 
with a young man in order to preserve a favourite 
niece from marrying him. The scene was laid some¬ 
where up the river, and the breakfa^-table conver- 
^tion was decidedly reminiscent of the “ Dodo ” era. 
Ihis gift for light badinage is one that you have 
retained right down to the present day. 

In “ The Osbornes ” it seems to me that you made 
a gallant attempt to show that you really had some 
sympathy with the wealthy manufaaurer who has 

youL kT 'h' ariflocratic 

na ,il the Osborne family and 

aaually learned to love them the more through her 

appreaation of their ridiculous points. This Ls an 

one that you had 

not handled before : I perceive that it recLied to 

eitimi^r George Meredith : “ You may 

detca ^ .“P^‘t‘ty for the comic by being able to 

diTm less Th -‘^hout loving 

than commo something more sympathetic 

OsborneT ’’“"‘‘'‘ng of Mr. and Mrs. 

Perhaps you will regard all this as somewhat faint 
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eulogium for a man of your undoubted eminence in 
the profession of letters. And yet it is really a good 
deal to say. Of how many novelists to-day can we 
truthfully say as much ? I always take up a new 
Benson with a feeling that I shall probably find some¬ 
thing in it worth reading. I know no living noveli^, 
grazing on the lower slopes (for I cannot put you 
quite on a level with the three or four who have man¬ 
aged to get a footing somewhere near the peak), who 
proceeds round his mountain (nibbling here and there 
a succulent patch) at so equable a pace and so Readily 
level a height. And they are not too much like each 
other, these novels of yours : they are not by any 
means all cut to the same pattern. With each recur¬ 
ring book, it seems to me, you take a surprisingly 
fresh view of life. I do not know that you are much 
intere^ed in the ^ory. Plots do not give you sleep¬ 
less nights. But you do get interested in your char- 
adlers, and we can forgive much in any novelist who 
does that. They are generally quite life-like—for 
the moment. It is true that they seldom remain in 
the mind for long after the book is finished. JuSt 
one or two may—a choice selection from your happieSt 
creations. But somehow or other I have generally 
found that your books do not linger in the memory. 
They are eminently readable at the time, and we are 
not ungrateful : we like the charadfers well enough, 
but we are not particularly anxious to meet them 
again. 

The fa6l is, you are better as a rule in the minor 
charadlers than when you come to deal with your 
protagoniSls. Your thumb-nail sketches are better 
than your big canvases. In the laSl book of yours 
that has come into my hands for review this is as true 
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as ever, though the novel itself is not at all in your 
usual line. This was “ Alan,’' which professed to 
deal with one Alan Graham, described on the wrapper 
of the book as a “ novelist of the old school.” And 
indeed I have never met in my varied acquaintance 
quite so terrible a fellow as this. If the novelists of 
the old school are indeed in the leaft like Alan it will 
be a fine thing for the world when they die out. He 
seemed to me rather like a caricature of the chief char- 
aaerin Mr. Maxwell’s novel, “ The Guarded Flame,” 
but^ even more thoroughly filled with unconscious 
egoism. And he spoke throughout the book as 
though he were dilating one of his own novels, deal¬ 
ing out his mellifluous and polished phrases as though 
the whole world were an Academy of Letters. I did 
not care much for Alan Graham, nor did I think his 
wife Agnes was entirely successful, nor the represent¬ 
ative of the modern, po^-war school of fiftion the 
young cousin Timothy, who has imbibed in’ the 

certain respeft for violence and a rooted 
di^a^e for the sort of writing that is ferociously 
li erary and nothing else. That is to say, they were 
all competently done, but I did not feel that in coming 
across them I had met Grangers whom I should be 
likely to remember for any length of time. I was 
ne^r partied or persuaded out of my critical faculty. 

On the other hand, some of the minor figures were 

to meet Pamela Probyn 

rfa“dv to colleaing lions and so dellghtfu% 

ready to drop her old ones as soon as there is a chance 

only TuThP ® “PP'-opriating one whose claws are 
Weliit^thp to appear. And I liked Henry 

Hke siLr^ Graham’s Dod<> 
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I shall be sorry when you cease to entertain us_if I 

am ^ill here. It is something to have a popular 
noveli^l: who is also a respedlable scholar, who is 
unlikely to make the grosser grammatical errors or to 
use words in their wrong meanings. And for the 
re^, are you not a champion figure-skater and one of 
the pillars of Winter Sport in Switzerland ? I believe 
we are even fellow-members of the same distinguished 
golf club. But I need hardly say that this is not the 
sole^ reason for my including you in this even more 
distinguished gathering. 
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Mr. John Qollings Sq uire 

I PERCEIVE that you received your early education, 
or some share of it, at the famous old school of 

RiHH K !3 u' T'^'etton way, where also John 

Ridd had his firft fight. The foundation of that 

u"'’ Blundell, has several close 

cholarships at the two Universities—at Balliol, Oxford 

and Sidney Sussex, Cambridge-but you did no^ 

apparently avail yourself of these. You went up to 

afte{ scholar not long 

there ‘he present century. And it waf 

thr^if of ^^•■cise seriously 

“ ■» 

criHi^^ Patody well is clearly the beil 

of L and'a ® "ujulned w[th a sense 

tha Lkes vo?“ “PPcohension of the ridiculous, 

sometog^inTh^ foTor'’t\""‘''' ‘^ere is 

^hmulatef the growth of i-" .°f Cambridge that 

But I do not knorieth* vonon 

course of CamhrlHiro ! you followed the common 

tht Or„, p; S!P”"'.“<'-«>« iighl .tree in 

have'* an Jnv'iable'”?eDutatifmore than forty, you 

reputation as a Man of Letters. 
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Looking backwards, it seems to me to have sprung 
up with extraordinary rapidity, almost like a gourd in 
the night. The name of Squire (with that of his faith¬ 
ful Shanks) ^ands now almo^ for a complete seflion 
of the literary world ; it connotes ju^ that group which 
decided, some ten years ago, to take their literature 
seriously ; and, if possible, to induce others to do the 
same. The irreverent generally refer to this group 
as “ high-brows,” using a convenient Americanism : 
somehow or other it is popularly supposed that you 
are their high priest. But it is a little difficult to 
discover by what ^ages you arrived at that position. 

The New Statesman gave you, I imagine, your fir^l 
real ^lep in rank. This paper ^ands for almost 
everything that is mo^l repugnant to the opinions of 
the average, honeil, brainless Englishman, but it has 
always maintained a more than respedlable literary 
^andard. You became literary editor of it in 1913, 
and carried it on as adling editor during the two 
concluding years of the War. Fresh from that you 
went to conte^ Cambridge University, in the Liberal 
interest, in the election of 1918. I imagine you ^ill 
have Parliamentary ambitions. You became a Mem¬ 
ber of the Academic Committee in 1921, and Secre¬ 
tary the year after—a po^l for which you mu^ be 
admirably fitted. Academies were invented for men 
of your build and make. 

When the late Sir William Robertson Nicoll passed 
away you stepped into his place without unnecessary 
loss of time as chief of the reviewing world. I do not 
know that you employ quite so many aliases as that 
di^inguished Aberdonian, but literary rumour insists 
that your opinion carries a good deal of weight. Then 
again are you not the founder and editor of the London 
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Mercury ? I do not pretend to know how the Mercury 
is doing now, but it started off from the porch at a 
good pace, the guard blowing a challenging- fanfare 
on his yard of tin. These magazines that profess to 
cater for the intelle< 5 fual se6lions of society have their 
difficult period commonly after the fir^l two or three 
years, when to the outside spedlator they seem to be 
fairly settled in popular favour. At fir^ they are 
the fashion, the latent thing in the world of letters ; 
and all that nondescript population that hangs on the 
tnnge of literature buys them to see what is going 
o be the next subjeft of conversation in really intel- 
lettual circles. Frankly, I do not quite know what 
o in o your bantling now that it has grown out of 
long clothes. I thought at firft that we were going to 

fn thf arenlth- 

sionaltv of old-timers that do ^till occa- 

-but ^ i" it 

perhaos it T" disappointed. Or 

to timeInTheT appeared from time 

L T ^ elsewhere about a year 

pfeasure h'is 

rather than an ’emotional’ Y 

™agine, to touch the heart ^nike°vo"° h ft" ■ ^ 

parodies, which are excellent an ^17 
Large (not quite so well in f-K ^ your Essays at 
you are better in vour dp ' ’ generally I think 

attempt to ftand ly yoiself 

falent, demandino- ^ rT ^ creeper-like 

if it is to flower freelv ^ ti*ellis to support 

nature. The trail of f-lT* ^ ^ critic by 

Grub Street Nights^ Entyf '' “ Tit® 

guts Entertainments,” which is the 
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kte^ book of yours that I have seen. The short 
stones of which this colledlion consi^s are all Tories 
or literary life. They keep closely to the world with 
which you are be^t acquainted, and are probably all 
the better for that fadl. But it mu^t be admitted that 
there is a certain similarity about your subjects and 
about the manner in which they are handled. I 
liked be^t the ^ory of the poet in “ The Cemetery ” 
who was entrusted with all the obituary notices for a 
great daily paper, and won for himself a century or 
two of fame by means that the ordinary reader would 
never expert. There is something here that touches 
a weak spot in all of us who write. Perhaps you 
yourself may tumble on a partial immortality by some 
piece of work that seems to you as nothing ; perhaps 
I may do the same by painfully writing this jejune 
sketch of your career. So great a gamble is the Life’ 
Literary—as the late Miss Marie Corelli liked to call 

it—and therein lies, I have always maintained, its 
chief charm. 

You are, they tell me, occasionally to be found on 
the cricket field. It is an amiable weakness, with 
which I have considerable sympathy. But I am in¬ 
formed that in your case the pen is decidedly mightier 
than the bat. 


NO. XXIII 
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3idr, T^ercy W^hite 

I DEBATED for some time, my dear White, 
whether I should sele(51: your name for my final 
ledlure. You are not, I agree, very much in 
the public eye at the moment. Time was, I suppose, 
when you had a sort of fashion. You were the novelist 
Lane and the We^f End (^indeed had you not 
written two excellent novels to which those inspiring 
names had been attached ?). Suburbia, it was agreed, 
trembled at your nod \ Surbiton had never been quite 
the same since you Started your satirical career. But 
these triumphs, considerable as they were, belong to 
the pa^t. It is some time now since your name was 
really familiar to the librarians in Kensington and 
Mayfair. We are, unfortunately, growing old. 

At the same time, I do not see why we should 
tamely accept the verdidt of our young critics, and 
acknowledge ourselves altogether inferior to the writers 
who have sprung up since the dividing line of the 
Lreat War. Very possibly they regard us as effete, 
back numbers, men with no message for the present 

r 11 * c 1 . may be ; but their judgment is not 

in alhble. Besides, I am ediimating you, not so much 

on the basis of your work during the la^i ten years as 

r ^1 days when we were both young and 

lull oi pleasant enthusiasms. 
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How old are you now ? Upon my word, I cannot 
hazard a guess within ten years. All I know is that 
when I fir^ met you, ju^ about thirty years ago, I 
took you for a retired cavalry officer. You did not 
look much older when I came across you la^ year. 
But it is true enough that you have been a novelist 
since 1893, that you began your journali^ic career 
as long ago as 1880. To young writers who fir^ 
saw the light somewhere near the beginning of the 
twentieth century these dates seem, of course, pre- 
hi^oric ; they can hardly bring themselves to believe 
that it is worth while discussing the works of a gentle¬ 
man who began writing in the early eighties. I can 
only repeat, with apologies, that you bear as yet few 
signs of senile decay, I read a little time ago “ Mr. 
Bailey-Martin, O.B.E.,” which was published fir^ in 
March, 1923, juifl: thirty years after the “ Mr. Bailey- 
Martin ” that made you famous and Surbiton furious, 
and it seemed to my partial mind that it was very nearly 
if not quite as good as its predecessor. You have 
^lill the old urbanely satirical manner, and can make 
pretty pradbee at Hying folly with your barbed arrows. 
But there is only the slighte^l dash of poison on your 
shafts. You have always been a kindly satirist at 
heart, impaling your vidlims tenderly, as though you 
loved them. 

A good many novelists have been schoolmasters : 
few have reached the dignity of Professor, but you 
are among the seledl band. Many years ago you 
were Professor of English Language and Literature 
at a certain French college, where you acquired that 
mastery of the Parisian accent that has been so long 
the envy of your numerous friends. That was even 
before you took up journalism, in 1880, writing leaders 
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for provincial papers (as George Meredith had done 
before you), and editing Public Opinion for a matter 
of ten years. And now once again you have assumed 
the gown, as Professor of English Literature at the 
University of Cairo. An unpleasant place in which 
to dwell, in these times of unre^ ! But your 
admirers may take heart : the vacations are merci¬ 
fully long. 

This professorial occupation has its uses. I like 
my writers to have a scholarly touch. And you have 
never been one of those authors who annoy the under¬ 
paid critic with slovenly grammar or careless syntax. 
Yours is a pleasant, easy and cultured ^tyle. And you 
have a good sense of characSler ; we do not often find 
wooden puppets in your stories. Your novels are 
concerned with ordinary people, drawn commonly 
from the upper middle class, and differentiated from 
their fellows chiefly by the possession of a certain 
talent for repartee. Your construction is good, your 
dialogue brisk and lively, and you are usually well 
up to date ; if there is a “ topic of the moment ” 
it is quite probable that some discussion on it 
will be found in your latent novel, A dispassionate 
discussion, for you do not take sides : you merely 
observe and record. Perhaps you would have 
enjoyed a larger sale if you had been more of a 

partisan : perhaps also you would have made fewer 
friends. 

For you have never been among the big sellers of 
your day. Yours is a fair circulation, but no more ; 
your reputation has generally been in advance of your 
sale. Ihe circle to which your books appealed was 
something above the average in intelligence, but with 
no great purchasing power. A good library public, 
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but no more. Yet you made an encouraging ^tart in 
fi6lion. Your fir^i: novel, the Mr. Bailey-Martin 
of which I have already spoken, was not only a success 
with the critics ; it sold, I should say, a great deal 
better than any book you have written since. To 
begin with your biggest success is always rather a 
disappointing business for an ambitious author, but 

it is no doubt better than never to enjoy a success at 
all. 

For a fir^ novel, “ Mr. Bailey-Martin ” was 
remarkably mature in ^yle. There is nothing of the 
brilliant amateur about it ; clearly its author was 
born to write—teethed, let us say, on a gilt pen. His 
eponymous hero was a suburban snob, endowed with 
the climbing inftin 61 :, determined to get on in the world, 
and prepared to sacrifice a great deal (including his 
fir^ love) in order to do so. Decidedly not a lovable 
charadler, but by no means inhuman. It could be 
seen that the novelist had even a certain sympathy 
with his creation : he would not then suffer him to 
be altogether overwhelmed with disaster. (When 
he revived him as an elderly Silenus after the war 
it was a different matter.) Percival Bailey-Martin 
had outlived such early charm as he may once have 
possessed. 

You have generally maintained this dispassionate 
attitude towards your characters. You do not lay 
undue stress upon the less amiable qualities, nor do 
you wax enthusiastic over the personal charms of your 
creatures. In faCl, you have always written like a 
kindly man of the world, taught by experience that 
heroes are seldom entirely heroic or villains thoroughly 
vile. You like to pose as the elderly friend of the 
family, perhaps with a sentimental attachment to the 
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wife, as in “ Park Lane.” I regard this as one of 
the be^l: of your books. Its atmosphere is admirable. 
I should like to suggest that in future ages it should be 
preserved as a faithful picture of a certain seflion of 

London society about the time of the South African 
War. 

I think you mellowed as you grew older : there 
came to you more humanity, more of the milk of human 
kindness. To some happy mortals advancing age 
brings this, and it is a liberal compensation for many 
disabilities. For in the end it is the personality of 
the writer that counts, and we love the kindly satirist. 
Let him have, if you will, a touch of the corrective 
acid of cynicism. The bitterness of the soured man 
alienates all but the few who are of like mind with 
him. You have never been soured, though perhaps 
you have never quite reached that position which 
your book promised. Still, you have not done 
badly better than a great many of us—and you are 

a philosopher. Perhaps you owe that also to vour 
professorial experience. ^ 

I propose to conclude here my little series of leClures. 
There are many others whom I should have liked to 
include—several who certainly ought to have been 
included could I have found the time or my publisher 
the space. Perhaps I may deal with some of them 
on a future occasion. For instance, I have not 
addressed a single lady—and every one who knows 
anything about the literary world is aware that our 
women writers rule the kingdom of fiaion almost 
unchallenged. Originally, I admit, there was in my 
colleaion a leaure to a famous female noveUa, but it 
seemed almoa an insult to include only one solitary 
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specimen among this herd of men. It is clear to me 
that the ladies are worthy of a volume all to themselves, 
if they are worthy of mention at all. What would 
one ledlure be among so many } 

And then, again, I have not included (no doubt 
I shall be told) any of the younger men, the bright 
hopes of English literature. Where are the Sitwells, 
Aldous Huxley, Michael Arlen and the re^l ? Well 

I propose to wait and see where they will be in 
another five or ten years. No ! if I had included any 
more they would have been drawn from the same old 


school men who had done some real work, who had 
sown their wild oats and settled down, who could show 
something on which one might pronounce judgment. 
What is the good of composing a considered opinion 
on your Infant Phenomenon } (Let me add, for I am 
nothing if not frank, that I am not profoundly versed 
in these modern writers of ours.) I have always 
imagined myself to possess a catholic ta^Ie, but I con¬ 
fess that some recent successes have left me mildly 
astonished. Sometimes I feel that these new young 
men are talking a different language altogether from 
I do not know what they are trying to do, at 


mine. 


what far-off goal they may be aiming. Now with my 
good old friends of the paSt there need be no such 
doubts. A man should be careful about Judging any 
but his own epoch. 

But what a hoSt there are who might have been added 
to my liSl ! Surely there muSt have been a vaSl 
number of capable writers born during the laSl forty 
years of the nineteenth century. (The sixties, I cannot 
but think, were an exceptionally good period.) But 
I am not going to attempt a catalogue of names. Let 
it suffice that I have seledfed here those authors whose 
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work I know be^l, I have said what I thought of 
all—I tru^t without offence. And if by any chance 
any of them think I have been unkind, let them turn 
to the illustrations, and be comforted I 
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